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PREFACE. 


'*  Whoever  thinks  a  faultless  piece  to  see, 
Thinks  what  ne'er  was,  nor  is,  nor  e'er  shall  be." 
In  this  mon  coup  d'essai  regard  the  end. 
The  motive's  good  ;  receive  it  kindly,  friends. 
The  incidents  herein  contained  are  true, 
For  this  I  deem  some  leniency  is  due  ; 
The  common,  every-day  events  observed, 
Carefully  dotted  down,  and  so  preserved  ; 
If  uniform,  irregular  or  staid, 
Remember,  facts  are  facts,  not  fashioned,  made. 
Names  I  suppress  ;  comparisons  odious  shun, 
As  trite  personalities  of  every  one  ; 
No  creed  nor  sect  nor  party  I  espouse. 
Lest  the  grim  ire  of  some  I  chance  arouse  : 
Privileged  with  public  men  of  note  to  deal, 
Their  titles  give,  as  well  their  acts  reveal ; 
Yet  all  envy,  spite  and  malice  I  disclaim. 
To  amuse  and  instruct  my  only  aim. 
Then,  if  the  cap  becoming  fits,  we  advise 
To  gracefully  don  and  wear,  were  truly  wise : 
To  loudly  prate  or  roughly  criticise 
May  hap'ly  doff  you  of  your  boasted  guise. 
A 
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*  *-  *  -;■:-  *  * 

Louisville,  'tis  said,  though  a  city  fair. 

Lacks  much  of  the  true  intellectual  air : 

As  a  prophet,  in  his  own  country  not  known, 

Must  needs  bear  the  palms  in  foreign  lands  grown 

So  her  daughters  and  sons  of  talent  and  sense 

Must  fain  look  abroad  for  a  just  recompense. 

Be  this  as  it  may,  it  now  me  behooves 

One  of  her  honored  scions  to  proudly  prove, 

By  the  warm,  generous  welcome  you  shall  extend, 

How  ready  you  are  any  wrongs  to  amend. 


INTRODUCTION. 


Ten  !  Eleven  !  Twelve  !  How  slow  and  solemn  the 
'Chiming  of  the  city  clock  as  it  notes  the  departure  of  the 
old  year.  So  loud  and  clear  the  reverberations  in  the 
still  midnight  air,  they  almost  startle  me.  Within,  is 
bright  and  cheerful,  a  brisk  fire  glows  in  my  grate,  my 
lamp,  trimmed  and  burning,  sheds  a  full  blaze  of  light 
throughout  my  comfortable  apartment,  peace  and  content- 
ment reign,  with  an  humble,  grateful  heart  I  would  wel- 
come the  New  Year. 

Without,  is  cold  and  clear,  the  firmament  resplendent 
with  the  glittering  orbs  of  night,  the  brilHant  planets, 
twinkling  stars,  the  moon  in  her  majestic  grandeur,  with 
now  and  then  fleecy  clouds  flitting  across  her  fair  disc, 
softening  and  mellowing  the  splendor  of  the  scene.  The 
Earth,  wrapt  in  its  spotless  robe  of  glistening  snow;  the 
solemn,  calm  and  rest  of  the  Sabbath,  blending  with  the 
silent  awe  of  the  night.  The  lone  passers-by,  the  lights 
gleaming  from  yon  church,  where  the  chosen  few  "watch," 
all  impress  me  death  hovers  near. 

Grand  old  1876,  the  anniversary  of  our  nation's  inde- 
pendence— Centennial  year — with  its  gigantic  Exposition, 
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gorgeous  display,  quaint  curiosities,  its  associations, 
souvenirs,  host  of  fantastic  relics,  grotesque  fans,  inimita- 
ble tieSj  jaunty  hats,  ne plus  ultra  gloves,  checkered  shoes, 
to  perpetuate  its  honor  and  fame.  1876  we  hailed  as  an 
earnest  of  better  things,  brighter  times — the  return  of 
peace  and  prosperity  with  nature's  glorious  beginning  and 
tranquil,  benign  close  —  has  sel  in  a  mist  and  haze.  The 
last  golden  hour  devoured,  the  last  pulsation  beaten- 
gone,  forever  gone. 

The  day  awakes  to  new  life,  the  morning  stars  sing  to- 
gether in  mute  adoration,  the  sons  of  God  shout  for  joy,, 
it  is  the  New  Year ! 


DAY  IN  AND  DAY  OUT 


JANUARY. 

**  With  bright  or  sombre  gear, 
With  smile  or  frown  or  song, 
In  a  masque  the  months  go  gliding 
Perpetually  along. 

First,  January  is  here, 

With  eyes  that  keenly  glow, 
A  frost-mailed  warrior,  striding 

A  shadowy  steed  of  snow." 

New  Year's  Day. — Instituted  in  honor  of  King- 
Janus,  the  double-faced,  gracious  host,  receiving  Saturn 
upon  his  expulsion  from  Heaven.  It  was  a  day  of 
general  hilarity ;  business  was  suspended ;  quarrels 
forgotten  ;  presents  exchanged  ;  peace  and  good  will 
prevailed ;  mirth  held  her  court ;  cheer,  comfort  and 
plenty  abounded  ;  and  so  it  has  been  esteemed  and 
observed  until  these  latter  days,  when  hard  times, 
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with  a  spirit  of  rivalry  and  competition,  have  rendered 
it  exclusive — confined  to  the  favored.  Quite  a  num- 
ber of  receptions  are  announced,  ' '  in  which  the  hand- 
some young  ladies  composing  the  elite  of  the  city  will 
generally  participate."  The  Misses  K are  adver- 
tised to  be  at  home,  Walnut  street,  No.  — ,  from  1 1 

A.  M.  to  12  P.  M.     The  Misses  B and  W will 

receive  with  Mrs.  General  M ,   at  her  residence, 

Broadway,  No.  — ,  etc.,  etc.  Notwithstanding  this 
ostentatious  parade,  par  cominodite,  or  otherwise,  not 
a  few  among  the  less  pretentious  aspirants  of  society 
in  a  more  homelike  social  way  enjoy  the  day.  A 
family  gathering  at  old  Mrs.  M — 's,  a  candy-pulling 
at  Mr.  K — 's,  an  old-fashioned  tea  at  the  preacher's. 
Brother  H — 's,  an  informal  party  at  Elder  J — 's,  a 
storm  at  the  Widow  F — 's,  and  so  on.  Late  in  the 
afternoon  I  peeped  in  at  Mrs.  D — 's,  found  the  girls 
at  home,  not  of  the  la  cj-eine,  yet  prime  girls,  and 
astonishing,  too,  handsome.  Lou,  a  seamstress,  a 
rich  brunette,  is  tall  and  graceful,  and  well  might 
some  of  our  proud  belles  envy  her  as  she  sits,  even 
to-day,  busily  plying  her  needle,  remodeling  and  fur- 
bishing up  an  old  garment ;  her  seal-brown  cashmere 
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and  cardinal  tie  well  accord  with  the  deep  glow  upon 
her  cheek  and  the  bright  lustre  of  her  dark  eye. 
Sophie — busy,  active  little  Sophie — a  school-marm  ; 
how  bewitching  she  looked  in  her  snug,  close-fitting 
navy  blue,  her  wealth  of  auburn  curls,  caught  back 
loosely  and  confined  by  a  white  comb,  soft  ruching  on 
her  neck,  a  knot  of  creamy  lace  at  the  throat.  Every- 
thing looked  cosy  and  inviting :  the  old-time  furniture 
was  carefully  dusted  and  set  to  best  advantage ;  here 
and  there  some  ingenious  handiwork  testified  to  their 
taste  and  industry  ;  the  clean  hearth,  shining  fender, 
bright  fire,  all  suggested  comfort  and  cheer.  In  a 
corner,  on  a  little  stand,  covered  with  a  mysterious, 
suspicious  white  cloth,  under  which  was  hid  a  large 
home-made  cake,  trimmed  with  ivy  leaves,  the  words 
''Welcome"  and  "New  Year,"  in  their  immortelle 
green,  contrasting  pleasantly  with  the  snowy  icing 
upon  which  they  rested ;  a  waiter  of  golden  pippins, 
pryor  reds  and  winesaps,  a  bowl  of  nuts,  intermixed 
with  kisses,  were  in  waiting  to  celebrate  the  convivi- 
ality of  the  evening.  The  roguish  twinkle  of  Sophie's 
eye,  and  Lou's  quiet,  demure  look  when  asked  what 
it  all  meant,   plainly  indicated   they  were   expecting, 
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and  to-night  I  fancy  them  as  happy  in  their  little, 
cheery  room,  with  their  select  few,  as  the  Misses 
L ,  in  all  their  regal  splendor,  receiving  promis- 
cuously a  host  of  admirers  in  their  brilliantly-lighted 
and  spacious  parlors. 


Tuesday,  January  2. — Most  appalling  accounts 
continue  to  reach  us  of  the  Ashtabula  catastrophe  of 
last  Friday  night,  December  29.  How  horrible,  in 
an  unguarded  moment,  in  the  flush  and  glow  of  health, 
and  bouyancy  of  spirit,  hundreds  to  be  plunged  into 
a  frightful  abyss.  A  burning  wreck,  mangled,  muti- 
lated dead  and  dying,  one  smoldering  mass. 

Intelligence  reaches  us  that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bliss  are 
among  the  ''perished."  When  we  recall  his  soft, 
melodious  voice,  grand  physique,  fine,  manly  face, 
noble  bearing,  kind,  gentle  manner,  we  are  led  indeed 
to  wonder  at  the  ways  of  Providence,  declare  them 
mysterious  and  past  finding  out.  In  his  memorable 
sermon  here,  addressed  to  the  children,  after  one  of 
his  glorious,  inspiriting  songs,  he  said:      "  When  the 
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tidings  shall  come  I  am  dead,  think  of  me  with  my 
latest  breath,  glorifying  my  Master,  singing  Halleu- 
jah,  'tis  done."  And  so  often  I  seem  to  see  him  grap- 
pling  with  grim  death,  wrestling  with  the  maddening 
flames,  with  his  strong,  powerful  arm  striving  to  rescue 
his  loved  wife,  and  when  it  is  all  of  no  avail  heroically 
lifting  his  proud  head  to  heaven,  bursting  forth  in  all 
the  fullness  and  sweetness  of  his  last  lay : 

"  Hallelujah  'tis  done,  I  believe  on  the  Son." 

Dr.  William  Breckinridge,  so  long  the  loved  pastor 
of  our  mutual  friend,  Mr.  G.,  was  buried  to-day. 
Though  very  cold,  many  came  to  do  honor  to  this 
great  and  good  man. 

"  A  prince  in  Israel  this  day  has  fallen! " 
As  I  listened  to  Dr.  Humphrey's  quiet,  gentle  dis- 
course from  the  text,  so  fraught  with  wisdom  and 
power,  remembered  him  * '  a  devout  man  and  one 
that  through  a  long  course  has  feared  God,"  recalled 
his  earnest  prayers  and  willing  alms  still  going  up  for 
memorial,  I  wondered  with  one  cause,  one  creed,  one 
Christ,  time  or  sections  could  create  schisms  among 
us.  Then,  naturally,  occurred  to  me  the  divisions, 
envyings  and  strife  among  the  early  church  of  Corinth. 
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Paul  had  planted  or  established  here  a  branch  of 
Zion,  to  which  Apollos,  an  eloquent  man,  mighty 
in  the  scriptures,  succeeded  or  watered ;  then  appeared 
the  Httle  jealousies  and  partialities  incident  to  human 
nature.  Some  for  Paul,  some  for  Apollos,  and  yet 
a  third  party  for  the  fearless,  intrepid  Cephas.  What 
a  rebuke  is  contained  in  Paul's  reproof,  what  an  ex- 
ample in  the  conduct  of  these  eminent  Apostles. 
**  For  we  are  laborers  together  with  God."  And  mark ! 
it  was  members  in  the  same  church,  in  the  same 
place.  Now  while  it  is  needless  to  confound  the  dis- 
tinctions which  denominate,  as  mistake  "Jones  for 
Smith  or  Smith  for  Jones, "  are  we  not  carnal  and  walk 
as  men  when  we  refuse  co-operation,  fellowship  and 
communion — not  as  associations,  aggregates  or  bodies, 
but  individually,  socially,  heartily  ? 


Friday,  January  5. — "Man  with  Buckeye 
Casket!"  What  an  alluring  and  attractive  name! 
All  the  way  from  0-hi-o,  and  a  casket,  a  repository  for 
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jewels.  "  What  does  it  contain  ?"  A  paper  of  gold- 
en-eyed blunt  needles,  shorts,  two  ungainly  darning- 
needles,  a  bunch  of  shoe-strings,  round,  stiff  and  semi- 
long,  a  card  of  diminutive  fancy  porcelain  buttons,  a 
twist  of  knotty  flax  thread,  No.  4  brass  thimble,  with 
a  ''mighty'"  showy  gilt  buckle  or  shawl-pin,  all  for  fifty 
cents  !  Lottery  on  a  small  scale.  Moses  bartering 
his  horse  for  green  spectacles. 

It  is  alarming  how  universal  this  tendency  is  be- 
coming. Regularly  chartered  State  Lotteries,  church 
festivals,  raffling  dressing-gowns,  gold-headed  canes, 
etc.  Gold  soap,  Hunki-Dori  bags,  surprise  boxes,  in- 
ducing a  morbid  taste  for  something  more  exciting, 
gambling !  I  was  struck  with  it  not  long  since.  A 
little  boy  had  a  dime  and  invested  a  nickel  in  a  pop- 
corn bag ;  the  pop  corn  he  scattered  promiscuously  as 
worthless,  but  the  prize !  A  china  rooster,  whose 
bill  was  somewhat  mutilated,  yet  through  an  ingenious 
contrivance  at  the  other  end  whistled  or  crowed,  nev- 
ertheless, afforded  him  for  the  while  great  delight ;  a 
few  moments  though  and  the  novelty  was  gone  ;  he 
had  another  nickel,  must  try  his  luck  again,  and  so 
perhaps  if  he  had  had   four  other  nickels.     Success 
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Stimulates  to  greater  gain.  Failure  to  retrieve  our 
losses.  ''Gaming  finds  man  a  cully,  leaves  him  a 
knave," 


Sunday,  January  7. — Attended  church  in  the 
morning ;  heard  Rev.  Dr.  Van  Lear.  * '  Behold  I 
make  all  things  new."  What  I  could  glean  was  fine; 
but  my  attention,  as  well  as  that  of  many  others,  was 
distracted  by  two  young  ladies,  shall  I  call  them? 
though  scarcely  in  their  teens,  dressed  a  la  mode,  pol- 
onaise, pin-backs,  frizzes,  beau-catchers,  with  petite 
jaunty  hats,  adroitly  poised  on  their  noses.  Surpris- 
ing, too  !  they  were  both  the  daughters  of  prominent 
members  of  the  church.  The  parents  of  one  away, 
and  the  father  and  mother  of  the  other  out  of  range, 
they  wrote,  whispered,  giggled,  and  finally  one  of  them 
manufacturing  of  her  silk  handkerchief  a  mimic  rab- 
bit, succeeded  in  attracting  the  notice  and  interest  of 
all  the  children  in  the  vicinity,  many  of  them  becoming 
almost  unmanageable,  amused  at  its  wonderful  feats 
and  curious  antics.      I   ventured  a  disapproving  nod, 
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and  old  Mrs.  M.  smiled  a  gentle  remonstrance,  but 
they  heeded  neither,  feigned  not  to  see  us  even.  How 
thoughtless,  how  selfish,  how  rude,  to  persist  in  any- 
thing which  annoys  others.  Yet  how  much  greater 
the  breach  of  decorum,  more  heinous  the  offense,  to 
forget  God,  disturb  the  peace  and  sanctity  of  His  holy 
temple,  defile  and  desecrate  *'The  house  of  His 
Abode."  A  few  Sabbaths  ago  we  visited  a  neighbor- 
ing church  ;  an  old  minister  filled  the  pulpit ;  he  was  a 
stranger,  whose  pale,  earnest  face,  silvered  locks  and 
venerable  appearance  should  at  any  time  have  com- 
manded respect  and  consideration,  but  when  he  came 
by  invitation,  sent  by  a  great  king,  an  ambassador,, 
with  an  exalted  commission,  and  in  glowing  thoughts 
and  burning  words  of  eloquence,  ''preached  among  us 
the  unsearchable  riches  of  Christ,"  how  strange  every 
one  would  not  be  anxious  and  eager  to  do  him  honor, 
hear  in  breathless  silence  and  attention  all  he  had  to 
say.  Still,  midway  in  the  church  sat  conspicuously  a 
bevy  of  young  ladies,  unconcerned,  indifferent,  laugh- 
ing, talking  and  exchanging  with  a  group  of  young 
men,  who  sat  just  behind,  notes,  souvenirs  of  candy 
and  flowers.     How  shocking,  how  daring,  how  bold. 
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to  thus  defy  God,  ignore  His  hallowed  message  and 
messenger.  '  *  And  he  was  afraid,  and  said  how 
dreadful  is  this  place ;  this  is  none  other  but  the  house 
of  God." 


Tuesday,  January  9. — Was  amused  to-day  at  Mr. 
H.'s  indignation  and  excitement  at  Mrs.  L.,  moving 
away  in  his  arrears  some  score  or  more  dollars.  "She 
played  the  peanny,  and  played  the  peanny  until  I 
thought  she  was  a  rale  lady.  Every  time  I  passed  the 
houae  she  was  playing  the  peanny.  I  never  again 
will  trust  any  body  that  plays  the  pianna."  The  pianny 
seemed  to  trouble  the  old  man  more  than  his  loss — 
his  misplaced  confidence — one  of  the  frequent  blun- 
ders of  judging  trom  outward  appearances.  Ah ! 
well,  Mr.  H.,  I  remember  an  occasion  when  stepping 
in  along  with  Mrs.  L.  one  bright  morning  last  fall,  I 
rather  in  advance,  you  accosted  us  both  polite  enough, 
but  was  particularly  bland  to  your  new  customer  just 
moved  in  the  neighborhood,  occupying  a  large  house, 
keeping  two   servants,  a  lackey,  buying  lavishly  and 
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putting  on  extensively.     It  is  well  to  bear  in  mind, 
*'  All  is  not  gold  that  glitters." 


Friday,  January  12. — Was  down  town  to-day;  saw 
Mayor  Jacob's  working  brigade  vigorously  cleaning 
crossings  and  gutters.  They  presented  quite  a  formi- 
dable appearance  with  their  glittering  pickaxes  and 
shovels  ;  poor  fellows,  ten  cents  an  hour  signified  with 
them  bread  and  meat,  life  or  death.  One  old 
man  I  particularly  noticed  was  very  feeble,  had  a  pale, 
sad  face,  soft,  tender  hands ;  had  known,  no 
doubt,  better  days.  How  terrible  for  old  age  to  be 
driven  to  such  an  exigency.  A  young  man,  once  a 
hard-working,  thrifty  salesman,  I  recognized  in  the 
company;  his  old  worn  hat  pulled  down  over  his  face, 
clothes  tattered  and  torn,  sad  ravages  of  intemperance 
and  vice.  While  the  sight  was  pitiable,  I  could  but 
admire  their  courage  and  determination,  despite  the 
jeers  and  taunts  of  many  who  stood  as  idle  spectators, 
as  needy,  but  too  proud  to  work,  rather  beg  or  covet; 
yes,  steal,  one  said,  than  submit  to  such  degradation. 
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If  "working  brigades,"  or  some  other  as  practica- 
ble mode  of  thus  affording  help  to  our  suffering  poor, 
were  more  in  vogue,  we  would  have  fewer  paupers, 
tramps,  less  steahng  and  crime  of  all  kinds.  A  man 
yesterday  rang  a  bell ;  "wanted  to  clean  pavement, 
only  a  dime  !  "  but  was  refused.  '  *  In  the  name  of  God , 
what  am  I  to  do?  I  don't  beg  money,  I  don't  beg 
bread,  only  work,  and  can't  get  it."  So  many  of  us 
able,  even  wealthy,  permit  our  steps,  our  pavements 
and  thoroughfares  in  winter,  to  become  clogged, 
caked,  almost  impassable  with  snow  and  slosh ;  save 
the  dimes  and  subscribe  ten,  fifteen  or  twenty  dollars 
to  the  Relief  Commission.  Let  us  find  employment 
for  our  poor,  pay  them ;  it  is  far  better  than  to  give 
to  them;  one  is  demoralizing,  the  other  stimulating, 
invigorating.  Don't  let  us  wait,  either,  until  the  rigor 
and  severity  of  extreme  cold  and  hunger  force  us  into 
measures.  '  'An  ounce  of  preventive  is  worth  a  pound 
of  cure." 
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Saturday,  January  13. — S.  &  C,  whom  we 
heard  a  gentleman  confidently  assert  but  a  short  while 
ago,  were  as  good  as  the  Bank  of  England,  gone  into 
bankruptcy,  a  tacit  repudiation  of  all  debts  save  a  pro 
rata  of  existing  assets.  How  many  suffer  by  intent 
or  otherwise  by  this  misplaced  trust.  The  bricks  are 
fast  loosening  and  the  whole  financial  fabric  beginning 
to  totter.  We  are  not  diplomatists  or  financiers  enough 
to  conjecture  the  cause  or  offer  a  remedy  for  the  evil. 
We  only  know  something  is  rotten  in  Denmark.  Can 
not  some  of  our  boasted  magi  solve  the  vexed  ques- 
tion, interpret  the  vision?  The  laboring  man,  the 
working  girl,  helpless  widow  and  orphan,  trust  it  may 
be  a  mere  pittance,  yet  their  all,  and  get  in  return 
with  thanks  ten,  fifteen  and  twenty  cents  on  the  dollar 
as  adjudged  to  them  by  the  law. 


Tuesday,  January  16. — Was  asked  to-day  abruptly 
what  I  thought  constituted  a  good  wife.  With  me  this 
has  ever  been  a  mooted  point ;  many  suggestions  offer 
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themselves  as  solutions  of  the  problem  ;  entire  submis- 
sion, quiet  acquiescence,  gentle  forbearance,  becoming 
humility,  profound  respect,  humble  adoration,  relin- 
quishing forsooth  your  very  identity,  merged,  lost. 
Is  this  what  ''they  twain  becoming  one  flesh"  signi- 
fies? Or  is  it  a  sweet  accord  of  taste,  ready  concur- 
rence of  interest,  mutual  consideration  and  esteem,  a 
perfect  equality,  tender  blending  of  lives  into  a  glo- 
rious happy  unison,  peaceful,  joyous  flow,  sparkling, 
rippling  current,  distinct,  individual,  yet  one  ?  I  note 
as  great  a  diversity  of  temperament  and  surroundings 
among  wives  as  any  other  species  of  the  Jiouio  gemiSy 
and  yet  but  one  standard,  but  one  par  excellence.  Then 
when  we  mark  the  same  plastic  clay  wielded  by  the 
skillful  artisan,  fashioned  into  a  thing  of  beauty,  as- 
sumes distorted,  rugged,  unseemly  shapes,  when 
wrought  by  the  rough,  inexperienced  v/orkman,  the 
question  becomes  more  perplexing.  Every  boy  even 
has  his  own  ideal  or  model — "Love,  honor  and 
obey" — understood,  and  expressed  with  them  all  as 
th^fiyst  requirement,  which  they  embellish  and  adorn 
according  to  their  peculiar  fancies  and  wills,  and  I 
observe  always  what  may  be  their  prevailing  talent  or 
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taste  they  make  the  striking  feature  or  desideratum 
of  their  new  creation  or  kindred  spirit,  and  it  matters 
not  how  antagonistic  the  element  or  material,  how 
contrary  the  soil  or  various  the  culture,  all  must 
possess  the  abstract  quality,  **good."  *' Take  heed 
what  charmeth  thee  is  real  nor  springeth  from  thine 
own  imagination."  A  young  gentleman  once,  wild, 
reckless,  pedantic  and  somewhat  tyranical,  having 
just  completed  in  a  bold,  self-reliant  tone  a  sketch  of 
what  Jiis  wife  must  be  and  his  wife  must  do,  an  old 
lady  present  asked,  demurely:  ''And  pray,  sir, 
what  have  you  to  offer  in  return  for  all  this?  "  Ah, 
vain  man,  be  content  since 

"The  world  was  sad,  the  garden  was  a  wild, 
And  man,  the  hermit,  sighed  till  woman  smiled." 

''Whoso  findeth  a  wife  findeth  a  good  thing." 
Only  use  her  well.  Give  not  prominence  to  those 
injunctions  which  make  it  imperative  upon  the  wives 
to  submit  themselves  unto  their  husbands,  forgetting 
the  same  divine  inspiration  teaches  :  ' '  Nevertheless 
let  every  one  of  you  in  particular  so  l®ve  his  wife, 
even  as  himself. "  Remember :  ' '  Selfishness  is  base 
and  hateful,  but  love  considereth  not  itself."     That 
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woman  never  wearies  of  the  old,  old  story ;  it  is  ever 
Avith  her,  a  pleasing  tale,  welcome  romance.  Could 
man  better  understand  woman's  delicate  organism, 
appreciate  her  sensitive  nature,  realize  how  wholly 
entirely  she  is  dependent  upon  his  love,  I  feel  sure  he 
would  not  be  so  arrogant,  so  exacting,  but  yield  unre- 
servedly the  homage  she  craves.  How  grateful  always 
the  tender  caresses,  loving  endearments,  thoughtful 
remembrances,  as  well  the  little  attentions  and  gallan- 
tries which  first  won  her.  See  the  maid,  shy,  coy,  even 
doubting ;  how  her  heart  bounds,  responds  to  the 
touch  of  devotion  and  fidelity  ;  how  easily  she  is  con- 
ciliated, conquered  by  perhaps  the  smahest  token, 
most  trivial  proof  she  is  paramount.  It  may  seem 
weak  and  childish  in  her,  unmanly  and  compromis- 
ing in  you,  but  take  a  woman's  word  for  it — 

"  What  they  ask  in  aught  that  touches  on 
The  heart  is  dearer  to  their  feelings  or 
Their  fancy  than  the  \\liole  external  world." 
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Thursday,  January  i8. — A.  was  in  to-day  and 
gave  an  amusing  account  of  her  sister's  test  of  blue 
glass ;  said  she  knocked  a  few  days  ago  at  her  door, 
and  receiving  no  response,  quietly  turned  the  knob, 
expecting  to  greet  a  vacant  room,  the  occupant  sick 
or  sleeping,  when  lo !  to  her  horror,  O.  sat  upright  by 
the  window,  apparently  motionless  and  dead,  the 
dim,  uncertain  reflection  of  the  glass  giving  her  a 
lurid,  ghastly  pallor.  Alarmed,  she  screamed  out: 
*' Sister,  are  you  crazy?"  No!  She  was  only  ex 
perimenting.  What  a  furore,  sensation,  blue  glass  is 
creating.  How^  absurd  the  wonderful  stories  of  its 
magical  cures.  One  lady  told  me  the  other  day,  with 
the  naivest  assurance,  she  had  a  friend  who  had  been 
a  confirmed  invalid  for  fifteen  years,  afficted  with 
some  chronic  affection,  and  was  experiencing  the 
most  decided  and  astonishing  benefits  from  its  use  of 
only  two  weeks.  Another  as  rem.arkable  cure : 
Old  Mrs.  W ,  a  grandmother,  positively  as- 
serts she  has  for  many  years  suffered  with  neu- 
ralgia, been  subject  to  violent  attacks  of  hysteria  ; 
that  blue  glass,  "the  marvel  of  the  age,"  *'the  dis- 
covery of  the  nineteenth  century,"  has  done  more  for 
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her  relief  than  every  thing  else  she  ever  tried  ;  that 
she  feels  twenty  years  younger,  the  only  evidence  of 
which  we  can  see  is  her  new  toitpet  and  complete  set 
of  imitation  teeth.  Unfortunately  blue  glass  can  not 
be  a  panacea,  for  erratic  and  arbitrary  in  its  principle 
and  influence,  it  affects  persons  of  diverse  hue  and 
color  differently ;  indeed,  it  depends  greatly  upon 
the  peculiar  tinge  of  complexion,  high  social  position 
and  special  financial  condition  of  the  patient,  Avhether 
it  v/ill  adapt  itself  to  them  at  all  or  not.  Its  cerulean 
properties  or  powers  are  confined  entirely  to  the 
weaker  and  more  effeminate  or  imbecile ;  upon  the 
darker  or  tougher  epidermis  of  the  African,  strangely 
enough,  it  refuses  to  act  or  exercise  any  virtue  what- 
ever. Oh,  the  credulity  of  the  American  people ; 
the  greater  the  humbug  the  readier  and  easier  you 
can  gull  them.  Unsuspecting  and  trusting,  they  take 
in  good  faith,  pass  and  circulate  some  of  the  most 
noxious  nostrums — Vinegar  Bitters,  Anti-Fat,  illus- 
trated, &c.  Far  better  adhere  to  the  "old  women's  " 
regimen,  or  adopt  the  less  baneful  treatment  of  Dr. 
Josiah  Pendergrast's  celebrated  bread  pills,  or  the 
learned  Jonathan  Dobbs'  renowned  water  system. 
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Saturday,  January  20. — A  coincidence,  if  it  may  be 
so  called.  A  bright,  cold  day  aflush  with  numerous 
bills  and  countless  commissions,  I  started  down  town 
revolving  in  my  mind  how  hard  it  was  to  please  our- 
selves and  harder  still  to  please  others.  Thence  to  more 
agreeable  revelings  /;/  uubibus,  I  strolled  along  leis- 
urely, making  quite  a  lofty  ascent  thus  causing  but 
the  greater  bathos.  Suddenly  thp  thought  magnetic, 
electric  or  spiritual  Zonani  pcrdidi.  Shocked,  stunned 
at  the  discovery,  excitedly,  hurriedly,  I  retraced  my 
steps,  inquiring  along  the  route  of  every  one  if  they 
had  found  a  purse,  remembering  I  had  marked  but 
one  person  particularly,  a  man  with  a  pale  dejected 
face  and  rusty  ragged  clothes,  and  he  had  passed  me.  I 
returned  and  luckily  overtook  him.  ' '  Did  you  pick  up 
a  portemonaie  ?  "  ^'^  No,  ma'am  !  You  may  have  me 
searched  by  any  officer  in  this  city.  /  am  an  invalid 
just  from  the  Hospital !  "  And  he  seemed  so  earnest, 
so  sad  and  friendless,  I  relented,  regretted  even  sus 
pecting  him  at  all.  Still  in  our  quest  we  were  led  to 
the  hospital.  Mrs.  G.  granted  us  permission  to  pass 
through  the  wards  and  identify  our  man,  but  at  the 
very  announcement  of  strangers  the  guilty  conscience 
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needed  no  accuser,  but  came  forward  and  confessed  ; 
disclaimed,  however,  any  connection  with  the  occur- 
rence of  the  morning,  declared  he  had  found  it,  was 
never  interrogated  about  it  by  any  one,  and  feeling 
the  owner  of  the  purse  could  not  be  very  needy,  he 
determined  to  appropriate,  not  steal  it,  for  he  insisted 
several  times  upon  this  nice  distinction.  Poor  fellow,, 
very  safely  might  he  have  eluded  me  for  I  should 
never  in  the  world  have  recognized  him,  so  transformed 
he  seemed  in  his  new  outfit,  from  hat  to  boots,  neatly 
shaven,  hair  trimmed,  "with  one  nice  dinner,  if  I  never 
get  another. "  We  did  not  have  the  heart  to  despoil  him 
entirely  of  his  goods,  but  accepting  the  purse  with 
what  remained  as  a  compromise,  we  left  him  to  pon- 
der and  determine  if  indeed  he  appropriated  or  stole  it. 
It  was  the  first  time  I  ever  met  Mrs.  Gary,  and 
was  very  pleasantly  impressed  with  her  ;  her  firm, 
gentle  course  toward  the  culprit,  inviting  his  confi- 
dence, yet  refusing  to  screen  or  excuse  his  guilt,  her 
dignified,  ladylike  bearing  to  us,  her  decided,  em- 
phatic disapproval,  yet  with  all,  kind  reproof,  her  pru- 
dence, caution,  all  won  upon  me.  What  a  responsi- 
ble position  ;   what  a  life  of  care  and  vexation   hers 
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must  be ;  and  I  wonder  if  not  a  thankless  ofifice,  too. 
So  difficult  to  know  her  duty,  and  more  difficult  still, 
to  perform  it  satisfactorily  and  conscientiously ;  diverse 
parties  and  tastes  to  consult  and  please,  all  sorts  to 
manage,  all  kinds  to  bear  with.  Is  it  possible  !  Can. 
any  envy  her  ? 


Monday,  January  22. — Took  a  walk;  en  route 
home,  met  a  bright-eyed  little  girl,  nearly  frozen  and  in 
deep  distress.  Buddie  had  run  ahead  and  left  her  to 
toddle  on  alone.  When  I  asked  her  what  she  was 
doing  out  so  late  away  from  her  mamma,  she  quickly 
replied:  "I  ain't  got  no  mother."  Finding  she 
lived  near  by,  I  took  her  in  charge  and  escorted  her 
home.  Glad  to  have  company  and  an  opportunity  to 
talk,  she  soon  forgot  her  troubles,  told  me  of  papa 
and  grandma,  baby  sister  and  big  brother,  whom  she 
declared  was  a  bad  boy,  always  ' '  fetting "  her  so. 
For  shame !  big  brother,  to  teaze  your  little  sister. 
It  is  ungallant  and  unmanly,  to  say  the  least  of  it.     I 
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shall  perhaps  never  see  little  Edie  again,  but  her 
simple  words,  ''I  ain't  got  no  mother,"  I  shall  never 
forget.  No  mamma !  How  even  we  big  children 
miss  her  wise  counsels,  tender  care,  gentle  forbear- 
ance. Ah,  little  or  big  children,  which  ever  you  may 
be,  blessed  with  a  mamma,  prize  and  value  her  as 
heaven's  best,  most  perfect  gift.  All  the  holy,  hal- 
lowed associations  of  home  are  connected  with  her. 
Your  infantile  helplessness,  childish  dependency,  ma- 
turer  growth  and  development,  older,  more  fixed 
principles  of  character,  her  care,  her  help,  her  coun- 
sel, her  training  have  wrought  for  you.  The  sharer 
of  your  joys,  the  sympathizer  of  all  your  sorrows, 
your  friend,  your  champion !  Never  permit  time  or 
distance  to  separate  you,  circumstances  or  any  object, 
however  prepossessing,  to  intervene  between  your 
love.  I  was  impressed  a  few  days  ago  with  the  earn- 
est eloquence  of  a  little  boy,  urging  a  mamma's 
claims  :  "  B.,  you  ought  to  be  mighty  good  to  your 
mamma ;  she  does  a  heap  for  you,  and  it  don't  mat- 
ter how  bad  you  may  be,  she'll  never  leave  you  ; 
your  papa  may,  but  she  never  will."  What  a  sweet 
sincerity,  abiding  trust.      Now,  if  she  be  such  a  price- 
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less  boon,  give  some  other  proof  than  empty  words 
or  idle  protestations  ot  your  appreciation  and  esteem. 
The  anticipation  of  some  little  want,  the  gratification 
of  a  whim  or  a  fancy  it  may  be,  yet  a  wish,  the 
thoughtful  proffer  of  a  chair,  tender  offer  of  a  cup  of 
cold  water,  the  ready  answer  to  her  call,  cheerful 
obedience  to  her  commands,  may  cost  you  nothing, 
yet  prove  of  great  worth  to  her,  lighten  her  burdens, 
gladden  and  rejoice  her  heart.  She  is  growing  old 
and  careworn  fast  enough  ;  spare  her  all  you  can,  for, 
like  little  Edie,  you  may  some  day  have  to  breathe  the 
bitter  plaint,  "I  ain't  got  no  mamma."  Then,  when 
too  late,  perhaps,  you  will  realize  all  she  has  been  to 
you,  how  remiss  and  negligent  you  have  been,  and 
what  a  niche  she  leaves  empty  no  one  can  fill. 

"  There  are  teachings  on  earth,  and  sky  and  air, 
The  heavens  the  glory  of  God  declare  ; 
But  more  loud  than  the  voice  beneath,  above 
He  is  heard  to  speak  through  a  mother's  love." 
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Thursday,  January  25. — What  an  inveterate  talker, 
incessant  jabberer,  garrulous  little  chatterbox  Mrs. 
W.  is;  never  takes  time  for  briefs  or  stoppages,  is 
jealous  of  any  interruptions,  painfully  sensitive  at  any 
indications  of  weariness  ;  interested,  entertained  you 
must  seem,  courageously  endure  her  obstinate,  per- 
sistent sieges  without  ever  daring  to  venture  a  demur 
or  difference  of  opinion.  Not  strange,  she  is  the  only 
surviving  member  of  a  large  family,  save  an  old 
mother,  whom,  with  all  deference,  we  fancy  invul- 
nerable, because  composed  of  the  same  inde- 
structible substance  as  herself.  With  her  inexhaustible 
stock  of  tried  recipes  and  infallible  remedies,  aston- 
ishing reminiscences,  surprising  experiences,  daring 
exploits,  marvelous  adventures,  narrow  escapes,  she 
is  a  most  wonderful  woman.  A  living  register,  a 
breathing  chronology,  glowing  marriage  record,  an 
approved  materia  medica,  an  unerring  weather  spy, 
unfailing  thermometer,  a  certain  genealogist,  a  sure 
mortuary  list,  in  short,  ''multiun  in  pan'o.''  Emmie, 
one  of  her  younger  auditors,  seizing  an  opportunity, 
as  she  thought,  begins  "I  wish."  ''My  dear,  don't 
you  know   it  is  impolite   to  speak   when  others  are 
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talking?"  "  But  suppose  they  never  get  through," 
which  eUcits  only  a  smiie  and  she  proceeds  with  re- 
newed vigor.  A  day  spent  with  her  and  you  realize 
as  you  never  did  before  your  utter  insignificance, 
total  ignorance,  perfect  stupidity,  feel  five  years  older, 
ten  more  taciturn  and  demure,  admit  at  least  for  once 
in  your  life  you  have  been  routed,  silenced. 

"  A  dearth  of  words  a  woman  may  not  fear, 
But  'tis  a  task  indeed  to  learn,  to  hear. 
In  that  the  skill  of  conversation  lies. 
That  shows  or  makes  you  both  polite  and  wise." 


• 

Monday,  January  29. — Mr.  Stockton,  who  died 
Saturday,  was  buried  to-day  from  the  Chestnut-street 
Church,  Dr.  Simpson,  his  pastor,  officiating.  How 
sad  and  touching  the  scene.  His  strange  death, 
murdered;  the  lone,  dismal  hearse,  with  its  long 
retinue  of  carriages,  the  solemn  cortege  of  sorrowing 
friends,  the  afflicted  family  ;  as  they  slowly  tread  to 
the  dead  march,  how  each  footfall  of  that  mournful 
train  seemed,  amid  the  awe  and  silence  of  the  moment. 
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to  echo  back  painfully  the  anguish  of  their  crushed 
hearts  ;  flowers,  for  their  beauty,  variety  and  frailty, 
fit  emblems  of  life  in  death,  mingling  their  sweet 
redolence  with  the  mellowed,  subdued  tones  of  the 
organ,  the  hushed,  pitying  notes  of  the  choir,  ''Sweet 
Bye  and  Bye,"  as  a  silver  thread  Hnking  us  to  the 
mystic  beyond,  the  unknown,  to  come.  The  closed 
blinds,  lowered  lights,  the  grave,  wrapt  attention 
of  the  vast  throng,  the  rich,  wonderful  eloquence 
of  the  man  of  God,  vividly,  thrillingly,  presenting 
the  circumstance,  the  untimely  end  of  ''  our  friend ;'' 
his  emotions,  his  irresolution;  ''almost  at  the  top 
of  the  stair,  returning  a  moment  and  he  lay  helpless, 
dying."     'Mie  climax  was  grand. 

"  Soon  may  this  fluttering  spark  of  vital  flame 
Forsake  its  languid,  melancholy  frame ; 
Soon  may  these  eyes  their  trembling  lustre  close, 
Welcome  the  dreamless  night  of  long  repose ; 
Soon  may  this  woe-worn  spirit  seek  the  bourn 
Where,  lulled  to  slumber,  grief  forgets  to  mourn." 
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Tuesday,  January  30. — A  beautiful  day,  another 
funeral.  How  different,  though,  the  surroundings 
and  circumstances.  Dear  Old  Mrs.  Eubank  gone  to 
rest.  The  exercises  were  all  comforting,  even  cheer- 
ing. Dr.  R. 's  impressive,  entertaining  review  of  her 
life  services  and  sacrifices.  The  songs  of  the  chil- 
dren of  the  Home,  Over  There,  Safe  in  Jesus'  Arms, 
by  the  congregation,  formed  indeed  a  fitting  tribute 
to  the  worth  of  this  noble  woman.  We  met  her  in 
the  spring  of  '72,  at  the  Home,  its  kind,  motherly 
matron.  As  we  questioned  her  of  her  labors  and 
cares  there,  she  replied,  pleasantly:  "Yes,  there  is 
much  to  try  me,  yet  all  these  I  command  an  my  cJiil- 
dren.''  Refined,  cultivated,  yet  unassuming,  an 
humble  Christian  Worker;  active  in  life,  patient  in 
suffering,  triumphant  in  death,  she  still  lives. 

Oh,  death  !   where  is  thy  sting  ? 
Oh,  grave  !   where  is  thy  victory  ? 


FEBRUARY. 

"  Then  February,  a  form 

Pale-vestured,  wiidly  fair, 
One  of  the  North  wind's  daughters, 

With  icicles  in  her  hair." 

Thursday,  Feburary  i. — Grown  people,  occupied 
with  their  own  interests  and  cares,  too  often  fail  to  no- 
tice or  sympathize  with  *'  Little  Folks"  in  their  plans 
and  plays.  So  I  thought  to-day,  as  I  sat  seemingly 
intent  upon  my  sewing,  but  listening  in  fact  to  a 
group  of  them  making  believe  store-keepers. 

B.  was  only  five,  but  the  big  boy  and  the  man  of 
course.  With  a  towel  pinned  around  his  waist  for  an 
apron,  a  block  of  wood  for  a  butcher  knife,  he  was 
sawing  off  a  roast  for  Mrs.  Smith,  his  customer,  a 
bright,  apt  lassie  of  six. 

N.,  our  cheery,  curly  headed  little  N.,  hardly 
four,  was  errand-boy.  He  presented  quite  a  comical 
appearance,   standing  with  basket  in  hand,  demurely 
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waiting  orders ;  he  had  on  B's  new  overcoat  nearly 
touching  the  ground ;  an  old,  battered  stove-pipe,  half 
concealing  his  face.  I  could  scarcely  preserve  my 
equanimity  when  I  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  tableau, 
especially  N's  consequential,  self-important  air. 
"  Good  morning,  Mr.  H.;  have  you  any  eggs?  " 
"Eggs!  No,  ma'am,  they  are  very  scarce — and 
five  dollars — all  the  roosters  have  quit  laying." 

Here  E. ,  older  and  better  posted  in  the  domestic 
arrangements  of  the  hennery,  laughed  very  heartily. 
"  Well,  what's  the*price'of  your  rabbits?" 
"  Fifty  cents,  ma'am." 

Whooe !  Mr.  H.,  you  surely  have  not  heard  of  the 
poor  times  to  charge  so  much. 

Basket  filled  with  coal  for  potatoes,  kindling  for 
rabbits,  ''the  roast.''  B.  ordered  N.  to  start  on,  but 
poor  little  fellow,  the  load  [proved  too  much  for  his 
strength,  and  he  looked  much  Hke  puss  in  boots,  drag- 
ging its  heavy  weight  along  after  him.  Mr.  H.  began 
to  scold  vociferously,  and  Mrs.  Smith,  sorry  for  him, 
proffered  her  assistance.. 

"Stop,  Mrs.  Smith  ;  did  you  bring  the  book  ?  " 
"Oh,  no;  I  forgot  it." 
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**Well,  you  must  bring  it  next  time,  for  I  won't 
give  you  anything  any  more  without  it." 

"I  don't  care  if  you  don't ;  I'm  going  to  tell  Mr. 
Smith  how  you  talk  to  me,  and  I  ain't  going  to  come 
here  any  more  neither.  Your  old  things  ain't  fit  to 
eat,  no  way." 

"  Scuse  me,  Mrs.  Smith,  scuse  me  ;  I  was  only  fun- 
ning." 

And  so  they  played  on  for  an  hour  or  more,  much 
to  their  enjoyment  and  my  diversion.  I  felt  refreshed 
by  their  childish  mimicry  of  life,  and  profited  too — 
reminded  of  the  importance  of  sound  precept  and 
good  example. 


Saturday,  February  3. 
^^  Mirabile    visuf'     The    fastideous    proprc     Miss 
Relia   S.,    ''at  home"   in  dishabille — soiled   robe   de 
mat — loose,   slovenly  safidale,    Bas  conlcur  dc  chair — 
beautiful  hair  co^ifiision — fair  face  sale  and 
Mirable  dictu  ! 
Not  the   slightest  discomposed,    she  receives    her 
guests  with   the  same   bounc  grace  she   would  greet 
you    upon   an  evening  promenade,   smiling  agrcable. 
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But  the  charm  is  gone,  the  spell  broken.  Is  it  pos- 
sible !  you  half  gravely,  half  increduously  exclaim. 
No  wonder  it  creates  mistrust,  undermines  your  faith 
in  all  woman  kind,  and  in  your  perplexity  and  dilem- 
ma, you  ask  "  whom  can  we  believe  ?  " 

That  "the  beautiful  and  accompHshed  Misses  Julia 
and  Ettie  M.,  of  society  notes,  so  bland  so  gaic,  so 
dolce,  you  have  just  heard  **  At  home  "  were  peevish, 
cross,  indolent,  acide  severe. 

That!  Well,  the  girls,  too,  suffer  from  misplaced 
confidence,  reliance  in  outward  appearances.  Only  a 
few  weeks  ago,  we  heard  a  young  lady  in^an  ecstatic 
strain,  declare  a  certain  young  man  was  so  charming, 
*^  perfectly  divine ;''  next  day  we  chanced,  however,  to 
discovering  his  huinai?i,  by  far  his  bigger  half,  fifteen 
dollars  absconded,  and  a  sainted  mother's  watch  for- 
feited at  a  broker's. 

Yesterday  we  were  introduced  to  the  suave,  polite 
Capt.  B.,  with  the  sobriquet  of  Dancing  Master.  To- 
day we  learned  '*  at  home,  "  he  is  curt  and  bruff  with 
his  sister,  disrespectful  and  negligent  of  his  mother. 
How  sad  and  painful  these  illusions  ! 

What  are  you  to  do  ?     How  are  you  to  Jind  them 
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oiitf  barred  admittance  beyond  the  drawing-room 
and  its  deluding  enchanting,  domain.  The  hurried,  ex- 
cited round  of  pleasure,  and  the  mocking,  cheating  role 
of  gaiety. 

A  puzzle  which  can  only   be  solved   by  Medecine 
expectants 


Monday,  February  5. — A  shopping  expedition 
— gone  nearly  all  day — running  in  and  out  of  stores, 
pricing  and  comparing  goods,  referring  to  memoran- 
dum, trying  to  curtail  its  dimensions  to  adapt  costs  to 
our  limited  purses,  a  silk,  a  bronze,  a  brown,  a  blue, 
a  black ;  quite  an  important  point  to  decide.  Two 
months  or  more  we  have  had  it  in  project,  planned 
and  devised  for  its  expediency,  been  busy  taking 
notes  at  church,  on  the  street  and  elsewhere  as  to 
style,  shade  and  cut,  yet  to-day  bewildered,  perplexed, 
we  rashly  commit  the  error  of  buying  a  plum. 

*'  Finest  pattern  in  the  city  for  the  price,  elegant, 
showy,  stylish;  very  latest."  Nevertheless  in  an 
hour  we  wish  a  thousand  times  it  was  green,  anything 
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but  plum,  the  most  trying,  unbecoming,  unsuitable 
color  we  ever  wore.  Then  when  we  estimate  trim- 
mings we  find  ourselves  in  the  awkward  predicament, 
our  purses  fearfully  depleted  and  memorandum  upon 
which  we  had  figured  so  closely  at  home*  but  half 
filled ;  well,  what  does  it  signify,  we  have  a  silk,  a 
plum  silk  at  that,  the  fashionable  prevailing  hue  of 
the  season  ;  we  must  do  without  some  other  things, 
get  Madame  G.,  to  reclean  our  lights,  improvise  a 
tie  ourselves,  substitute  our  old  alpaca  for  a  new 
calico,  darn  more  thoroughly  our  old  hose,  wear  a 
little  longer  our  heavy  pebble  goats,  dispense  with 
new  kerchiefs  and  etceteras,  no  one  will  notice  these 
little  discrepancies — our  silk  will  engross  their  atten- 
tion. 

Through  at  last !  What  an  exciting,  tiresome,  yet 
pleasant  day.  Met  a  great  many  acquaintances, 
laughed  at  the  persistency  of  the  salesmen,  enjoyed 
our  cunning  craft  in  evading  them,  regaled  ourselves 
upon  crackers,  taffy  and  peanuts.  Heard  and  seen 
many  strange  and  funny  things,  had  some  ludicrous 
adventures,  gleaned  many  useful  hints  upon  the  fash- 
ions, gathered  some  notable  tidbits  of  gossip. 
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Passing  contradiction,  charming  inconsistency,  yet. 
Shopping  so  bemoaned  by  the  ladies  as  a  nuisance 
is  one  of  their  choicest  opportunities. 


Tuesday,  February  6.  —  Gloomy  all  day  and 
misting  at  night ;  but  this  did  not  interfere  with  the 
party  at  Dr.  R.'s.  Mrs.  Y.'s  reception  of  her  young 
married  friends  of  the  congregation.  A  party  of 
staid,  orthodox  Presbyterians,  and  you  might  imagine 
an  assembly  of  stiff,  sober  elders,  grave  deacons,  de- 
mure dames,  quiet  young  women  and  silent  young 
men;  not  so,  however — ^just  as  jovial,  merry  a  com- 
pany as  ever  you  saw  mingling  socially  and  happily 
together.  No  dancing  ?  What  an  /;;/-pertinent  ques- 
tion ;  of  course  not,  and,  to  forestall  any  further 
trifling,  there  was  no  gossiping,  either.  We  had  no 
time  for  it.  Mrs.  Y. ,  our  bright,  genial  hostess, 
sprite  of  the  occasion,  kept  us  in  such  an  agreeable 
whirl  all  the  while,  swapping  partners,  exchanging 
the  various  salutations  of  the  evening  with  their  usual 
polite  little  pleasantries  and  good-humored  nothings; 
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laughing  at  ourselves  and  everybody  else,  an  ''in- 
formal but  quite  a  pleasurable  affair.  We  dressed 
as  we  pleased,  went  when  we  pleased,  partook  as 
heartily  as  we  pleased  and  left  when  we  pleased — 
pleasing  2iV).d  pleased. 

^  5i<  *  5}i  5i«  *  * 

Three  brides  present ;  one  so  young  she  seemed 
but  a  mere  child.  The  other  fragile  and  fleeting  as  a 
flower.  The  other  a  modest  exotic,  with  the  rich 
glow  and  rosy  hue  so  peculiar  to  her  native  clime, 
boasting  the  fairest  and  comeliest  women  of  our  land. 
May  life  always  appear  as  bright  and  buoyant  to  them 
as  to-night,  only  bearing  with  its  riper  years  the  mel- 
lower, maturer  fruits  of  peace  and  contentment. 
Young  wife ! 

"Marriage  is  a  figure,  an  earnest  of  holier  things  unseen. 

Be  kind  to  the  friends  of  thy  husband,  for  the  love  they  have  to 

him, 
And  gently  bear  with  his  infirmities  ;  hast  thou  no  need  of  his 

forbearance  ? 
If  ye  feel  love  to  decline,  track  out  quickly  the  secret  cause. 
Let  it  not  rankle  for  a  day,  but  confess  and  bewail  it  together : 
Speedily  seek  to  be  reconciled, /^r/^?z^^  is  the  life  of  marriage. 
And  be  ye  co-partners  in  triumph,  conquering  the  peevishness  of 

self. 
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Let  no  one  have  thy  confidence,  oh,  wife,  saving  thy  husband  ; 
Have  not  a  friend  more  intimate,  oh,  husband,  than  thy  wife. 
Now  this   the  sum  of  the   matter :  if  ye  will  be  happy   in    mar- 
riage, 
Confide,  love  and  be  patient ;  be  faithful,  firm  and  holy." 


Thursday,  February  8. — To  see  Nannie  C. ;  found 
her  out — gone  to  her  society — and  the  children  in 
charge  of  M.  The  prospect  was  anything  but  in- 
viting. Two  unmanageable,  noisy,  obstreperous 
boys,  with  an  exasperated,  scolding,  maiden  aunt ; 
house  topsy-turvy,  fire  low  and  everything  in  dis- 
order and  confusion.  Poor  N.,  a  second  Mrs.  Jelly- 
by,  philanthropic,  benevolent  and  zealous  in  public 
enterprises,  forgetting  the  first  fundamental  law  of 
Christian  duty  is  "  charity  begins  at  home."  What 
a  pitiable  picture  of  woe  Johnny  and  Benny  pre- 
sented ;  faces  dirty,  aprons  soiled,  stockings  down, 
shoes  untied,  hair  unkempt  and  mamma  away,  busy 
sewing  for  some  other  little  boy  or  girl  more  needy, 
working  perchance  the  button-holes  she  forgot  to  put 
in    B.  's    apron ;    crocheting,    forsooth,    fancy    tidies, 
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while  J.'s  blouse  hangs  in  rags — neglige  grotesque 
festoons.  I  would  cast  no  odium  upon  societies ; 
they  are  noble,  humane,  deserving  commendation 
and  support ;  but  wives,  mothers,  rely  upon  it  your 
first  duty  is  to  your  family ;  if  with  industry  and  man- 
agement you  can  attend  to  both,  well  and  good.  If  not, 
give  your  home  the  advantage  of  the  doubt  as  to 
prior  claim.  It  is  discouraging  to  a  husband  and 
illy  atones  for  the  discomfort  he  experiences  to  know, 
however  laudable  the  object,  its  pursuit  is  at  the  sac- 
rifice of  your  obligations  to  him  and  your  children. 


Saturday,  February  io. — Met  Dr.  M. — fair  type 
of  a  fussy  old  widower.  ''Bis  piieri  senes.''  How 
amusing  his  divers  subterfuges,  cunning  arts,  crafty 
devices  to  ''beguile  and  entrap "  the  girls  ;  colors  his 
hair,  dyes  his  whiskers,  supports  a  massive  gold- 
headed  cane,  w^ears  low  pumps  and  striped  hose, 
flourishes  luring  soltaires,  drives  a  fine  buggy  with 
fast  horses ;  is  lavish  with  Empson's  invincible  cara- 
mels, profuse  with  Pargny's  magic  bon-bons,  is  pain- 
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fully  jocular,  annoyingly  polite  arud  attentive. 
Guarded  not  to  make  any  allusion  to  Harry, 
John,  Ellen,  Gracie,  Bessie  and  Tom,  his  little  en- 
cumbrances, all  far  past  their  juvenile  years,  lest 
they  prove  an  issue  or  demurrer.  Discouraging ! 
All  is  futile.  N#t  one  can  he  persuade  or  convince. 
He  beseiged  a  young  miss  of  eighteen  a  few  days 
since  to  join  him  in  a  treat,  his  favorite  coup  de 
main.  When  asked  what  she  wanted,  he  facetiously 
proffered  the  reply:  ''What  every  young  lady 
wants,  of  course,  to  marry."  ''  If  I  do  I  don't  want 
you,"  was  the  roguish,  indignant  retort.  Now,  be 
admonished.  Doctor,  the  ^trls  are  incorrigible  ;  try  the 

widows  or .    As  the  illustrious  McCarty  advises, 

**Shure,  if  ye  would  have  good  luck,  be  after  marry- 
ing yer  equals."  ''A  light  wife  doth  make  a  heavy 
husband." 


February,  13. — Fat  Tuesday.  I  had  almost  for- 
gotten the  day,  when  a  stray,  itinerant  band  of  buf- 
foons, a  detachment  of  the  meagre,  farcical  pageant 
of  Lord  Coffee,  dressed  drolly,  with  hideous  masks, 
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much  assimilating  billy  goats  or  mule  heads,  pre- 
sented itself  in  front  of  the  door,  followed  by  a 
whole  regiment  of  rag-tags,  and  began  with  a  loud 
whoop ;  a  grotesque  dance,  accompanied  with  a  jews- 
harp,  grinding  forth  broken  snatches  of  Dan  Tucker 
and  Captain  Jenks  of  Madison  Square.  A  moment 
and  they  disappeared.  At  first  I  felt  indignant,  out- 
raged at  so  flagrant  a  violation  of  the  peace  and  order. 
Yet,  permitted,  licensed,  who  could  complain?  All 
during  the  day  divers  squads,  under  no  command  or 
discipHne,  trespassed  upon  our  quiet  and  repose. 
King  Comus,  indeed,  the  sensual  son  of  the  en- 
chantress circe.  Why  need  he  a  festal  day,  when  all 
the  year  round  he  holds  his  revels  in  our  midst? 
Well  may  we  dread  and  repel  such  bold  encroach- 
ments. 

Aunt  Caroline  Bunch  here  just  from  the  fire,  and 
very  much  excited.  "Have  you  heard  the  news? 
Our  church,  where  the  Good  Master  has  allowed  us 
so  long  to  pray  and  sing,  is  burned  down.  I  was 
afeard  we  was  getting  too  proud  and  stiff-necked. 
The  young  gals  thinks  too  much  of  a  gadding,  their 
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polonaises,  a  powdering  and  painting  for  the  fellows ; 
and,  bless  your  soul,  nothing  but  striplings  of  boys, 
smoking  cigars,  wearing  fancy  blue  ties,  sporting  silk 
handkerchiefs  and  talking  as  big  as  anybody  about 
sweethearts.  And  the  old  ones  ain't  no  better, 
neither.  Saw  Sister  Jenkins  at  the  church  meeting 
the  other  night  with  some  kind  of  a  whirlagig  hang- 
ing down  over  her  eyes ;  been  a  frizzing  her  ha'r  on 
slate-pencils.  Now  ain't  it  rydiculous  for  niggers  to 
friz  ther  ha'r?  And  even  Old  Uncle  Ned  Lyons  has 
got  lukewarm  'in  the  Lord's  sarvice  ;  makes  every 
kinder  exkuse  to  keep  away  from  the  meetings. 
They  say  he's  got  right  poor  off,  sure  'nough,  now. 
It's  a  shame,  I  'clar,  and  no  wonder  the  Lord  is 
punishing  us  mightly."  I  gathered  from  the  old 
lady,  whom  I  inferred  was  an  honorable  exception  to 
the  charges  in  her  tirade,  that  the  Ninth-street 
Church  was  destroyed.  She  had  witnessed  its  de- 
molition, and,  like  all  of  her  race,  with  superstitious 
awe,  attached  to  it  a  supernatural  significance,  con- 
strued it  a  direct  judgment  from  heaven. 

Ah,  Aunt   Caroline,    if  the  phials   of  God's  wrath 
were    poured  out   upon  every  church   for  its  pride. 
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frivolity,  indifference  and  hypocrisy,  not  one — no, 
not  one — would  escape,  even  though,  "peradventure, 
ten  be  found." 


Wednesday,  February  14. — Valentine's  Day! 
and  the  windows  of  our  groceries,  bakeries,  drug 
stores,  book  emporiums,  and  even  tin  shops  are 
converted  into  comic  picture-galleries.  What  fright- 
ful caricatures ;  surely  the  supply  far  exceeds  the  de- 
mand. All  these  plethoric  old  widowers,  buxom 
widows,  officious,  meddlesome  mothers-in-law,  anx- 
ious, crabbed  old  maids,  miserly,  grum  old  bachelors, 
maneuvering  mammas,  scolding  wives,  scribbling 
literati,  weakly  editors,  have  not  their  counterpart  in 
our  city.  The  custom,  when  employed  as  an  ex- 
pression of  feeling  and  sentiment,  its  original  design 
is  innocent  and  harmless  ;  as  a  medium  of  sport  it  is 
even  pleasant  and  amusing.  But  as  an  instrument  of 
retaliation,  to  vent  some  petty  spleen  (?r  spite,  it  is 
cowardly  and  dastardly;  an  insult  under  covert, 
ridicule   used  as  a  concealed  weapon  ;    while  unpro- 
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tected  and  defenseless  it  is  thrust  at  you  in  the  dark, 
inflicting  oftimes  the  most  deadly  and  incurable 
wounds,  rousing  indignation  and  resentment,  engen- 
dering bitterness  and  strife,  creating  estrangements 
and  divisions.  With  the  little  folks,  in  their  guileless 
simplicity,  it  is  enjoyed  as  a  day  of  special  favor  and 
indulgence.  Early,  before  one  is  scarce  up,  until 
alter  dark  they  keep  in  a  state  of  constant  agitation 
and  commotion,  improvising,  receiving  and  deliver- 
ing. Some  few  upon  the  sentimental  order,  miniature 
angels,  flying  cupids,  etc.,  create  quite  a  sensation, 
but  the  other  more  homely  specimens  of  art,  I  be- 
lieve, cause  more  genuine  delight  and  mirth.  Bang 
goes  the  bell ;  a  merry  shout  of  exultation ;  sixth, 
tenth,  they  exclaim ;  nimbly  they  run  to  the  door ; 
not  a  trace,  a  shadow,  a  sound  of  the  carrier ;  only  a 
soiled,  crumpled  piece  of  paper,  addressed  illegibly 
to  A.  B.  or  N.  S. 

A  horse,  a  cow,  a  dog,  as  their  taste  and  fancy 
may  decipher.  Without  a  critical  inspection  of  its 
merits  or  demerits  it  is  triumphantly  placed  with  its 
fellow  treasures  and  curiosities,  and  a  fitting  return 
projected.      Several  we  saw  devised  and  executed  by 
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older,  wiser  craftsmen,  were  more  to  the  purpose — 
apropos.  One  of  special  note,  inscribed  to  Miss  E. 
S.,  a  fair  dulcina  of  six,  bore  a  dazzling  gilt  star,  un- 
der which  gleamed  these  brilliant  lines: 

**  Thou  art  the  Starr  that  guides  me 
Aoposs  life's  stormy  sea  ; 
Whatever  fate  betides  me, 
T  will  Eva      turn  to  thee." 


Friday,  February  i6. — I  called  to-day  upon  one 
of  my  aristocratic  acquaintances.  Was  ushered  into  a 
spacious,  elegantly-furnished  parlor ;  soft,  velvet  car- 
pet, rich,  creamy  curtains,  easy,  commodious  chairs, 
luxurious,  inviting  tete-a-tetes,  grand  piano,  wondering 
etegere,  costly  paintings,  antique  vases,  one  of  which 
I  espied  of  rare  beauty.  Feeling  secure  in  the  lengthy 
interim,  "  will  be  down  in  a  few  moments,"  I  deter- 
mined to  take  a  closer  inspection  of  the  dainty  bijou, 
not  parian  marble,  for  that  were  solid  and  chastely 
white,  sevre,  crystal,  I  could  not  decide.  Cut,  of  a 
pale  amethyst  hue,  with  the  shimmering  light  and 
sparkling   lustre   of  a  gem ;  a    lifelike  medallion   of 
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Psyche  in  bas-relief,  serving  a  pleasing  and  striking 
frontispiece.  It  held  an  exquisite  bouquet  of  gentle 
forget-me-nots,  tender  heartsease,  modest  violets, 
humble  lilies  of  the  valley  and  royal  rose  buds,  so 
perfect,  yet  artificial,  made  of  the  plastic  luring  wax. 
I  had  just  taken  the  fragile  toy  in  my  hand,  turned  it 
about  and  detected  a  flaw  ;  it  had  been  broken,  frac- 
tured and  mended.  A  drooping  leaf  of  the  lily  had 
been  carefully,  ingeniously  laid  to  cover  the  marring 
line  i^  front  and  the  larger  blur  and  disfiguring  mark 
was  turned  toward  the  wall,  hid  from  view. 

A  step,  and  only  a  moment  to  replace  it  and  adjust 
myself,  when  my  acquaintance,  a  fresher  and  lovelier 
specimen  of  art,  glided  in,  bright,  bouyant,  glowing, 
a  marvel  of  splendor  and  beauty.  Her  life  I  knew 
was  a  broken  vase,  and  yet  I  could  not,  peering  neath 
the  covert  lid  or  peeping  in  the  lurking  corners,  dis- 
cover one  breach  or  blemish  ;  all  was  fair  and  smooth 
now,  glittering,  dazzling,  crownedby  the  gentler  graces 
and  tender  charms  of  more  discreet  womanhood. 
The  fragments  of  a  reckless,  thoughtless  girlhood 
had  been  anxiously  gathered,    and  with    remarkable 
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precision  and  nicety,   bound  and  joined  together  with 
the  iron  grip  of  love  and  crystal  cement  of  charity. 

**When  a  scar  can  not  be   taken  away,  the  next 
kind  office  is  to  hide  it." 


Monday,  February  19. — Took  tea  with  Mrs.  R. 
What  a  pitiable  spectacle,  dreadful  affliction,  a 
scolding  wife — but  a  fussy,  quarrelsome  husband, 
what  a  fearful  monstrosity.  An  habitual,  constitu- 
tional fault-finder ;  however  light  and  inviting  the  bat- 
ter cakes,  crisp  and  palatable  the  biscuit,  tender  and 
juicy  the  steak,  rich  and  appetizing  the  dessert, 
**  nothing  is  fit  to  eat."  Thus  Mr.  R.  has  complained 
all  his  life  until  it  has  become  chronic  with  him  ;  in- 
deed, so  accustomed  are  all  about  him  to  his  stated 
periodical  explosions,  clamorous  threats,  noisy  denun- 
ciations and  uproarious  imputations,  they  would  feel 
alarmed  at  any  unusual  quietude,  dread  the  sudden 
reform  might  induce  a  too  violent  shock,  and  produce 
the  fatal  reaction.  There  is,  however,  no  imminent 
danger  at  present. 
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But  a  truce  to  all  bantering!  Is  it  not  a  pity  any 
one  should  so  mar  and  distort  an  otherwise  good  char- 
acter by  such  a  disagreeable,  uncomfortable  defect  or 
foible  ;  kind  hearted,  open,  frank,  a  liberal  provider, 
prompt  business  man,  zealous  partisan,  staunch 
friend,  yet  a  ''  criailletir.'' 


We  dnesday,  February  21. — Heard  Dr.  Robinson 
1  ecture.  It  is  here  where  he  is  the  mightiest — his  in- 
fluence and  eloquence  most  potent.  "Weary  not  in 
well-doing." 

"  Be  instant  in  season  and  out  of  season,''  as  friend 
with  friend  ;  face  to  face  he  talks  with    us,  *  *  reasons 
together,"    gently   chides,  admonishes,  comforts,   en- 
courages, instructs. 

Is  it  because  every  one  else  calls  him  great?  because 
it  is  fashionable,  quite  in  vogue,  to  pronounce  what- 
ever he  may  say '' splendid  ?"  Or  do  we  really  feel 
the  power  of  his  extraordinary  mind,  go  with  him 
through  the  mazy  labyrinths  of  thought,  grasp  his 
vast  ideas,  catch  them  as  he  unfolds,  simplifies,  eluci- 
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dates,  or,  as  little  Addie  H.  attached  to  him,  do  we 
imagine  "he  is  the  only  preacher  we  ever  heard  we 
could  understand  or  enjoy?  " 

What  is  it  ?  this  peculiar  magnetic  power  and  force 
which  draws  and  binds  him  to  his  people,  never  very 
thrilling  nor  startling,  rarely  oratorical  or  flowery — 
perhaps  at  times  even  a  little  dull  and  prosaic,  yet 
withal  orthodox,  logical,  convincing. 

He  has  been  called  the  fighting  preacher.  What- 
ever may  be  urged  against  his  earlier  ministry,  cer- 
tainly his  latter  labors  are  signalized  by  a  truly  catho- 
lic, liberal  spirit.  Ten  years  and  seldom,  if  ever,  have 
we  heard  him  make  an  assault  upon  other  sects. 
First  "pure,  then  peaceable."  His  discourses,  if 
doctrinal  are  not  bigoted  ;  only  plain  expositions  of 
"  Why  am  I  a  Presbyterian?  "  clear  evidences  or  rea- 
son for  the  faith  that  is  within  him.  A  big  bomb- 
shell another  characterizes  him  ;  but,  my  friend,  it  is 
the  bomb-shells  which  do  the  most  effective  work; 
are  needed  and  used  most  in  the  exigencies  and  ex- 
tremities of  war,  when  the  strongholds  of  the  wily 
foe  must  be  dispossessed  and  guns  of  smaller  cali- 
bre prove  insufficient. 
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Thursday,  February  22. — Once  a  universal 
glorious  fete  day.  Now,  Eddie  asks  if  it  is  "the 
George  Washington  who  whitewashes  our  fences ;  " 
and  Frank,  a  young  aspirant,  derisively  rephes  "No, 
of  course  not !  he  was  a  white  man,  some  kin  to  Abe 
Lincohi,  I  beheve."  Thus  the  Hmit — the  brilhant 
intelligence  and  wonderful  appreciation  of  our 
rising  patriotism. 


Saturday,  February  24. — Mrs.  M.  here,  the 
once  gay  and  brilliant  Georgia  B.  She  still  retains 
vestiges  of  her  former  power  and  glory,  laughing, 
bright  eye,  and  much  of  the  old,  roguish,  coquettish 
way — la  belle.  She  is  a  wee  bit  eccentric,  somewhat 
exclusive,  of  late  years  almost  a  recluse  from  society  ; 
but  with  her  family  and  friends  as  spirited  and  ani- 
mated as  of  yore,  beguiling  the  hour  with  her  witty, 
spicy  sallies,  apt  repartees  and  pleasant  reminiscences. 
You  would  scarce  think  to  look  at  her  smooth,  fresh 
brow,  wavy,    chestnut   hair   and   fair   face,  she  has  a 
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daughter  nearl}^  grown,  with  much  of  the  distingue 
air  of  the  mother  ;  old  enough,  at  least, 

<<  Among  the  train  to  have  a  swain 
She  dearly  loves  herself," 

for  whom  she  cuts  and  fashions  dainty  heartsease — pre- 
cious souvenirs.  Then,  there  is  a  baby,  thirteen  years 
younger.  Kit,  the  imperious,  tyrannical  little  sprite. 
Ah !  how  fond  and  proud  she  is  of  these  her  treasures  ; 
how  devoted  and  engrossed  with  their  interests,  their 
good.  And  her  husband — how  subject  to  his  will ; 
ruled,  yet  ruling.  Life  in  its  sunshine  is  beauteous 
to  her,  and  in  its  shadow  she  finds  shelter.  Para- 
doxical, yet  how  often  we  see  it  exemplified  ;  the 
wild,  harum-scarum  girl,  seeming  reckless  flirt,  sub- 
sides into  the  ''good  wife,"  devoted  mother,  model 
housekeeper.  Can  you  account  for  it?  May  be  the 
clime  is  congenial,  the  winds  fair ;  but  woman  is  a 
strange,  erratic  creature — with  all  her  boasted  firm- 
ness and  strength,  plastic  and  yielding,  and  in  her 
frailty  and  w^eakness  often  made  strongest. 

"  Oh,  woman  1  in  our  hours  of  ease 
Uncertain,  coy,  and  hard  to  please, 
And  variable  as  the  shade 
By  the  light,  quivering  aspen  made ; 
When  pain  and  anguish  wring  the  brow, 
A  ministering  angel  thou  I  " 
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**  Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall, 

And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  North  wind's  breath, 
And  stars  to  set — but  all. 

Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  O  Death." 

Tuesday,  February  27. — Little  Willie  dead!  But 
last  week  I  saw  him  so  well  and  handsome,  his  fat, 
chubby  face  beaming  with  mischief  and  fun,  hauling 
rocks  in  his  wagon  "to  build  a  steam  engine."  To- 
day he  lies  so  still  and  cold  in  his  coffin  bed.  The  very 
thought  appals  me.  An  only  child,  the  idol,  the  pet 
of  the  household,  sleeps,  and  we  can  not  wake  him. 
How  **  doleful"  echoes  the  muffled  tread  about  the 
great,  empty  house.  How  deserted  and  forsaken  its 
spacious  halls,  how  drear  and  lonely  its  rich  apart- 
ments, how  barren  and  meaningless  its  costly  trap- 
pings, how  broken  and  crushed  the  hearts  of  the  fond 
parents.  Truly  we  feel  "  He  hath  torn  and  He  must 
heal.      He  hath  smitten  and  He  must  bind  up." 

Tenderly  we  gathered  up  the  scattered  toys,  the 
broken  wagon,  battered  top,  jagged  ball,  chipped 
blocks,  rusty  tools,  torn  and  soiled  St.  Nicholas,  Old 
Mother  Goose,  cracked  slate;  his  '  'man's"  pants  rubbed 
and  threadbare  at  the  knee,  his   dusty,  worn    shoes, 
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his  pockets  just  as  he  left  them,  with  bits  of  gravel, 
crumbs  of  bread,  a  stumped  pencil,  a  hardened  piece  of 
chewing  wax,  two  nails  and  his  dear  old  barlow, 
and  hid  them  away — all  so  sacred,  so  precious,  parts 
and  parcels  of  the  little  darling.  Naturally  enough 
we  recall  the  time  when  a  like  great  shadow  fell  upon 
our  pathway,  shutting  out  the  light  and  joyousness  of 
Hfe  for  a  season. 

When  our  baby,  our  flaxcned-haircd,  loving,  blue- 
eyed  baby  was  taken,  and  left  our  home,  our  hearts, 
our  arms  so  empty  ! 

"  Weep  with  them  that  weep!" 

A  lesson  easy  conned  and  often  said 
When,  in  yon  fair  city  of  the  dead. 
Gently,  sweetly  sleep — 
Our  treasures. 


MARCH. 

"Then  March — black,  robed  in  storm, 

The  dread  of  home-bound  ships, 
Who  flies  o'er  land  and  waters 

With  a  trumpet  at  her  lips." 

Thursday,  March  i. — A  ride  in  the  street  cars! 
What  an  occasion  for  the  physiognomist  to  ply  his 
art  and  skill. 

"  Vultus  est  index  anhni.''  Perhaps  you  catch  only 
a  passing  glance  of  the  face  with  its  fair  lineaments 
and  varying  features,  and  you  discern  some  distinctive 
mark,  some  striking  trait  or  pleasing  phase,  silent 
molds  or  casts  of  character — more  faithful  delineators 
than  air,  manner  or  words. 

Far  in  the  corner  sits  a  woman ;  old  fashioned,  her 
garments  are  faded  and  threadbare  ;  her  black  vail  and 
bonnet  are  rusty  ;  she  carries  in  her  arm  a  big  bundle, 
perhaps  "more  sewing,"  perhaps  a  budget  of  refuse 
clothing — we  can  not  tell,  its  thick,  secure  wrapping 
defies  all  prying  curiosity.    Enough — her  face  is  hag- 
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gard,  her  eye  wandering,  her  manner  hs  tless  ;  a  dark 
cloud  hovers,  intercepting  the  hght  and  cheer  of  Hfe  ; 
her  pathway  is  thorny  and  rugged;  she  is  "tired," 
weary  and  worn. 

Next  to  her  is  a  young  miss,  and  successively  two 
others,  school  girls ;  the  first  perhaps  is  too  elaborately 
dressed,  for  such  a  conjecture,  but  she  bears  the 
indisputable  badge,  a  load  of  huge  books.  Oh  !  Mad- 
gie !  Why  Bessie  !  I  know  better !  Do  tell,  Fan  ! 
determine  beyond  a  doubt  their  identity.  They 
laugh,  snigger,  observe  and  are  observed  by  two 
quiet,  gentlemanly-looking  young  men  just  opposite, 
who  resist  their  charms  and  fascinations  as  long  as  it 
is  expedient  or  courteous  and  finally  open,  I  inferred 
from  the  significant  umphs,  and  skillful  flourishes,  a 
handkerchief  flirtation.  Their  soft,  changing  expres- 
sions, idle,  rattling  chit-chat,  we  adjudge  them  gay, 
giddy  girls.  Next  an  old  man,  gravely,  demurely 
watching  their  unusual  maneuvers  and  evolutions — he 
must  be  well  to  do  in  the  world,  nicely  dressed,  with 
fresh,  clean  dickey,  massive  studs,  heavy  seal,  glossy 
hat  and  shiney  boots.  Time  has  left  its  impress,  his 
cheek  is  withered,  brow   furrowed,  hair  silvered,   yet 
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in  his  complacent  eye,  fixed,  composed  manner,  we 
read  self  satisfaction,  actual  possession,  keen  enjoy- 
ment. The  car  stops,  an  old  lady,  rather  fantastically 
dressed,  glace  black  silk  with  deep  flounces  of  lace,  a 
mantilla  (somewhat  unseasonable)  extensive  hoops, 
capacious  collar,  and  large,  square  breast  pin,  capped 
with  a  modern  leghorn  sundown,  gets  in.  Our  trio 
is  convulsed  and  titters  audibly,  the  old  lady  perceives 
their  merriment  and  darts  a  scornful  glance  at  them, 
betraying  all  the  venom  and  bitterness  of  her  nature. 
Nothing  daunted,  she  conceives  a  just  revenge, 
"  What's  the  matter,  girls?  Ain't  you  got  no  man- 
ners?" At  which  they  subside,  while  the  dual  op- 
posite chuckle  and  manipulate  more  vigorously.  Trio 
arrived  at  destination,  acknowledge  kind  attentions  of 
dual,  by  a  moving  farewell,  graceful  nod  of  the  head 
and  an  expressive  touching  of  the  lips — in  common 
parlance,  throwing  kisses — whereupon  one  remarks, 
* '  Bravo  for  first  acquaintance,  never  saw  them  before  in 
our  lives,"  loud  enough  for  us  all  to  hear  and  under- 
stand, which  elicited  from  our  traveling  companion, 
the  old  lady,  a  homily  upon  the  girls  of  the  period 
and  the   boys  of  the   times.      Next,  and  just    beside 
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me,  a  fastidious  extremest,  richly,  elegantly  attired 
lady,  smiling  graciously,  condescendingly  at  times, 
but  beneath  the  pleasing,  glittering  surface-rouged 
glow,  and  I  fancied  mock  glare  of  her  eyes,  I  de- 
tected something  hollow,  selfish,  false.  Next  a  blank, 
then  a  nurse,  with  two  little  innocents,  sacrifices  to 
the  pride  and  vanity  of  a  foolish  mother,  low  socks 
and  bare  legs,  cotton  hose,  light  shoes,  skirts  short, 
little  protection  ;  how  pityingly  their  pale,  almost- 
livid  faces  appealed  for  sympathy  and  redress.  Last 
a  mysterious  looking  object,  so  closely  vailed,  but  for 
her  neat  simplicity,  quiet  demeanor  and  modest  re- 
serve, we  might  have  guessed  her  some  anxious, 
troubled  spinster,*  dubious  grass  widow,  or  guilty 
client ;  but,  despite  our  curious  inspection,  we  only 
descry  the  dim,  obscure  lustre  of  two  black  or  blue 
or  gray  eyes,  we  can  not  for  the  life  of  us  determine, 
peering  timidly,  cautiously  about,  nothing  more  per- 
ceptible. A  whisper,  "she  is  bleaching,"  but  I 
deemed  the  imputation  as  a  libel  upon  my  sex ;  some- 
thing else — face  marked,  pitted,  scarred — but  I  must 
leave  her  as  I  find  her,  tncognitio,  frustrating  all  my 
physiognomic  conclusions. 
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Saturday,  March  3. — What  a  contrast  in  girls, 
even  sisters.  Lizzie  G.  is  pretty  and  has  been  so 
petted  and  spoiled,  she  is  a  wee  bit  selfish  and  over- 
bearing; never  intends  it,  of  course,  yet  does  impose 
upon  Mamie.  Always  in  trim,  she  is  the  one  to  re- 
ceive, entertain  and  play  the  agreeable,  run  the  little 
light  errands  and  be  spared  the  heavier  and  more  un- 
pleasant chores ;  deHcate,  has  chronic  back-ache,  with 
most  peculiar  idiosyncrasy ;  able  to  bear  the  fatigue 
of  repeated  tramps,  jaunts,  excursions  and  rehearsals, 
but  overcome  and  prostrated  by  the  simplest  exer- 
tion in  sweeping,  dusting  or  making  up  beds.  She 
came  in  this  afternoon  equipped  for  a  walk,  looking  so 
bright  and  fair,  and  gave  me  such  a  warm,  cordial 
greeting  that  I  almost  relented,  forgave  her  seeming 
self-esteem  and  indulgence  when  Mamie,  surprised  and 
vexed,  exclaimed:  ''Why,  Sis  !  where  on  earth  are 
you  going  now  ?  I  wish  you  would  stay  and  darn  the 
socks;  I  feel  so  tired."  A  graceful  wave  of  the 
hand,  a  laughing  adieu,  with  the  promise  to  return  in 
time  and  she  was  gone.  * '  Poor  Sis,  I  wonder  if  she 
ever  will  be  any  thing  but  a  child  ;  company  all  the 
morning,    gone    all     the    afternoon,    engagement   at 
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night,"  and  gently  adjusting  mamma's  invalid's  chair, 
giving  her  a  glass  of  water,  Mamie,  with  a  faint  sigh 
of  weariness,  sat  down  to  darn  ''the  socks."  It  was 
Saturday,  and  pa  and  the  boys  would  need  them  to- 
morrow. Mamma  did  not  want  to  be  exacting,  but 
she  had  learned  to  depend  upon  Mamie,  and  some- 
how always  excused  Lizzie.  Often,  apologetically, 
she  would  say:  **  Poor  child,  she  is  so  heedless  and 
careless,  yet  so  light-hearted  and  happy,  I  can  not 
bear  to  scold  her  ;  she  will  have  trouble  soon  enough. " 
Forgetting  the  young  shoulders  upon  which  she  laid 
such  grievous  burdens  were  scarce  eighteen  months 
older  or  stronger;  marking  nothing  in  the  calm,  pale 
face,  patient,  unmurmuring  exterior  to  pity.  Older, 
graver,  "  Mamie  did  not  care  for  such  things."  What 
mistaken  fondness.     What  unpardonable  selfishness. 


Tuesday,  March  6. — "Out  of  the  mouth  of  babes 
hast  thou  ordained  strength. ' '  '  'Thes  let  me  hold  it  a  lit- 
tle bit, "  chimes  from  the  cherry  lips  of  a  bright,  golden- 
haired,  blue-eyed  cherub  of  three.     It  was  a  coveted 
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piece  of  bread  and  jam  she  was  pleading  so  earnestly 
*'  Thes  to  hold  it  a  little  bit. "  Her's  she  had  already 
dispatched,  and  this,  her  **buddie's,"  she  was  beg- 
ging her  mamma  to  entrust  to  her  charge.  The  confi- 
dence was  reposed,  and  she  held  it,  proudly,  exultingly, 
for  awhile,  safely,  securely  poised  in  the  palms  of 
both  her  hands.  First  she  eyed  it  admiringly,  then 
longingly,  and,  finally  overcome,  she  asked:  ''Thes 
let  me  tase  a  little  bit."  Her  mamma,  anxious  to 
test  her  powers  of  resistance  and  self-control,  feigned 
not  to  hear  her  until  taste  atter  taste  she  had  well 
nigh  demolished  it.  A  gnawed,  nibbled  crust  was  all 
that  remained.  When  her  mamma  demanded  of  her 
her  trust,  with  drooping  eyes  and  lowered  head,  the 
little  culprit  began  to  cry  :  ''  Don't  whip  me,  please  ; 
I  touldn't  help  it,  it  tase  so  dood."  What  a  lesson, 
what  a  moral  this  little  incident  contains.  Oh,  could 
the  man  or  woman  soliciting  or  holding  high  offices  of 
trust,  enjoying  the  implicit  confidence  and  reliance  of 
their  fellow  men,  not  listen  to  the  siren  songs  of  the 
Tempter;  oppose,  overcome  the  luring,  enticing 
greed  of  gain,  conquer  the  covetous  longing,  eager 
desire  of    riches,    withstand    the    decoying,    ensnar- 
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ing  influence  of  avarice  ;  heroically,  manfully  "  resist 
the  devil."  Defaulters,  forgers,  thieves  would  be- 
come extinct. 

'*  Thes  let  me  tase  a  little  bit,''  has  been  the  ruin 
of  many ;  did  not  intend  to  be  dishonest,  only  takes 
a  little  ;  must  make  false  entry  to  balance  accounts  ; 
next  month  will  replace  it ;  a  greater  deficit  necessi- 
tates another  spurious  counter-poise ;  matters  com- 
plicate, until  taste  after  taste  and  hundreds  and  thou- 
sands have  been  stealthily  devoured.  The  forger  holds , 
we  imagine,  a  long  while  the  dangerous  paper,  re- 
volving the  heinous  crime  and  its  dreadful  conse- 
quences, halting,  hesitating.  ' '  Thes  let  me  tase  a 
little  bit,"  and  recklessly  he  sets  the  seal  to  his  own 
doom. 

The  thief  contends,  perchance  successfully,  for  a 
while  with  his  evil  instincts.  The  good  has  almost 
gained  the  mastery  when  the  soft,  seductive  voice  of 
cupidity  whispers,  ''Thes  tase  a  little  bit,"  and  he 
passes  his  own  sentence — guilty. 

"  The  devil  was  piqued  such  saintship  to  behold, 
And  long'd  to  tempt  him,  like  good  Job  of  old  ; 
But  Satan  now  is  wiser  than  of  yore, 
And  tempts  by  making  rich,  not  making  poor." 
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Wednesday,  March  7. — 

TO  LENA  B. 

I. 

An  innocent  child  in  innocent  play, 

Gleefully  cries,  "  I'm  four  to-day!  " 

Little  heeding  ere  life's  begun 

The  spindle  and  staff  its  work  may  have  done. 

II. 

Little  heeding,  tho'  the  years  speed  on, 
The  difficult  problems  sbe  must  con  ; 
Little  heeding  the  shadows  and  gloom 
That  lay  'long  the  way  from  cradle  to  tomb. 

III. 

"  I'm  four,  goin^-  on  five,"  she  joyfully  adds  . 
*'  Soon'll  be  a  woman,  and  won't  I  be  glad  ; 
Can  go  where  I  like,  do  as  I  please. 
Stay  at  home  if  I  choose  and  take  my  ease  ; 

IV. 
"  Have  no  one  to  consult,  no  one  to  ask. 
No  one  to  scold  or  take  me  to  task  ; 
Wild  as  the  winds,  as  the  birdies  as  free, 
My  own  mistress  then  I  surely  7f 7?/ be." 

V. 

Ah  !  little  Lena,  may  you  long  be  a  child  ; 
Youth's  rosy  hours  with  sunlight  beguiled  ; 
Joyous  and  happy,  without  any  care, 
Light  be  the  bondage  while  so  merry  you  are, 
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Thursday,  March  8. — I  was  sitting  in  my  room 
this  morning,  the  Winds  half  closed,  the  curtains  down, 
worried,  depressed,  perplexed.  I  fancied  the  sky 
was  overcast,  the  day  dark  and  dismal,  the  outlook 
drear  and  forbidding,  when  Sallie  tapped  at  my  door, 
suddenly  rousing  me  from  my  melancholy  musings, 
by  the  merry  salutation,  *  *  Good  morning !  What 
are  you  doing  shut  up  as  dark  as  a  dungeon?"  I 
was  glad  to  see  her,  but  expressed  some  surprise  at 
her  being  an  invalid  and  venturing  out  such  an  in- 
clement day.  She  laughed  heartily,  and  said  the  sun 
was  shining  beautifully,  and  the  air  was  soft  and 
springlike.  So  I  had  perversely  refused  to  enjoy,  or 
even  admit  the  glorious,  gladsome  sunlight,  flooding 
and  cheering  all  the  world.  Shut  up  in  my  chilly, 
darkened  chamber,  mersed  in  my  own  sombre 
thoughts,  I  was  brooding,  while  Nature,  in  one  of 
her  gayest,  most  inviting  moods,  laughed  and  made 
merry  apropos. 

Dewitt  Talmage  lectured  at  night.  What  a  feast 
of  good  things,  pungent  truths,  wholesome  maxims, 
spiced  and  flavored  with  the  rich  extracts  of  wit  and 
humor.      *' Bright  side  of  things."     What  a  pleasing 
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contrast  it  presents  to  the  dusky  view  of  the  picture, 
yet  how  prone  we  are  to  grope  about  in  the  gloom 
and  mist — rest  under  the  shadows. 


Saturday,  March  io. — Bessie  here  this  morning, 
breathing  the  most  terrible  invectives  against  school- 
marms,  and  old  maids  in  general,  and  Miss  Mary  in 
particular — '*ugly,"  ''cross,"  "frisky,"  ' ' /^r/z'a/ " and 
every  tiling  that  was  mean  and  detestable.  Wait,  my 
young  friend,  allowing  us  the  privilege  of  cross-ques- 
tioning. What  has  provoked  this  assault?  A  few 
weeks  ago  and  you  were  an  ardent  champion  of  Miss 
Mary's.  *' Be  frank,  now!"  Did  not  know  your 
lessons,  neglected  your  exercises,  were  frequently 
tardy,  indifferent,  even  defiant  about  it,  had  had 
company  and  couidnt  study  ;  it  was  none  of  her  busi- 
ness, you  were  a  grown  girl.  "How  old?"  "Six- 
teen," and  she  had  no  right  to  reprove  }'ou  as  if  you 
were  a  litttle  child.  Mamma  said  }'ou  were  not  very 
strong,  any  way,  and  she  was  not  going  to  submit  to 
your  being  treated  in  any  such  manner.  How  ?  ' '  Well, 
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Miss  Bessie  {so  sanctimonious,  too,  the  old  hypocnte), 
if  you  do  not  attend  better  to  your  duties,  I  shall  be 
forced  to  report  you."  *' Was  this  all?"  *'Yes." 
*' What  other  recourse  or  discipline  could  she  resort 
to  with  a  grown  young  lady  ?  ' ' 

Ah,  Bessie,  I  knew  Miss  Mary  when  she  was  not 
an  old  maid.  When  scarce  eighteen  her  father  died 
insolvent,  leaving  her  mother  with  a  large  family  to 
rear  and  educate.  Miss  Mary  was  the  oldest,  was  as 
bright  and  joyous  then  as  you,  quite  as  pretty  and  at 
tractive  and  had  perhaps  even  more  admirers.  Years 
of  toil  and  care  have  left  their  marks,  she  has  lost  of 
course  the  freshness  and  bouyancy  of  youth,  but  she 
she  is  no  less  charming  and  beautiful,  as  the  matured, 
cultivated  woman,  devoted  daughter,  self-sacrificing 
sister,  faithful  teacher. 

Could  you  peep  into  her  home  after  a  wearisome, 
fatiguing  day,  and  witness  the  love  and  tenderness 
lavished  upon  her  there,  your  heart  I  am  sure  would 
relent  towards  her,  or^could  you  just  one  short  week 
exchange  places  with  her,  assume  all  the  worries  and 
vexations  incident  to  her  position,  practice  the  pa- 
tience, forbearance  required,  so  many  to  heed,  to  ex- 
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cuse,  learn  and  please,  you  would,  I  am  certain,  be  in 
a  quandary  to  decide  which  is  the  most  aggrieved, 
the  most  injured,  which  the  most  crabbed,  ill-natured 
o'r  unjust. 

*'  Wad  some  power  the  gift  to  gie  us 
To  see  ourselves  as  others  see  us." 


Tuesday,  March  13. — An  artless  young  girl  is 
equipped  for  a  ride  and  waits,  with  loving  impatience, 
the  coming  of  her  groom.  She  looks  very  pretty  and 
comfortable  in  her  tidy  fitting  habit  of  bottle  green, 
cockade  hat,  with  its  long  waving  plume,  snug  kid 
gauntlets,  gaily  toying  with  an  ivory-tipped  Vv'hip  lie 
gave  her.  Her  bonnie  blue  eyes  twinkling  roguishly, 
her  full,  ruby  lip,  parting  with 

"Smiles  from  reason  flow,  to  brutes  denied, 
And  are  of  love  the  food." 

Her  rosy  cheek  flushed  with  the  deeper  glow  of  joy 
and  hope,  her  fair  face  all  radiant  with  a  happy  ex- 
pectancy. Now  she  is  intent  upon  the  arrangement 
of  a  dainty  boutcnicr,  a  tinyijbud  and  leaf  secured  by 
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the  mystic  love-knot  of  blue ;  now  busy  surveying 
herself  before  the  long  mirror,  adjusting  some  stray 
catcher  or  turning  about  more  gracefully  and  becom- 
ingly the  truant  plume,  then  whirling  off  compla- 
cently, humming  a  snatch  of  some  love  song ;  she 
ventures  a  playful  intrusion  upon  papa's  grave  studies 
—  it  is  his  Sunday  sermon  —  but  a  "parishioner 
wishes  to  see  him,"  and  gains  admittance.  Now  she 
parleys  at  the  door  with  a  woman,  not  a  beggar,  for 
her 

Garments,  though  tattered  and  torn, 
Countenance  sad  and  forlorn, 

there  is  something  in  her  quiet,  gentle  bearing, 
imperious  air,  which  forbids  any  curious  question- 
ing or  proffering  alms.  '*No  sewing.  Miss?" 
"Mamma  is  not  at  home,  but  we  have  none,  I 
know."  A  vigorous  ring  at  the  bell.  "He's 
come!"  and  the  poor  woman  and  her  plea  are  dis- 
missed. Only  a  moment,  though,  and  unbidden  she 
returns,  imploring  wildly,  frantically,  to  see  the 
young  lady  ;  she  vnist  see  her — will  not  be  denied. 
*'  I  must  spare  her.  The — !  "  and  her  teeth  clenched, 
mouth  compressed,  face  rigid,  the  old  wound  in  her 
heart  opened  afresh.     She  awaits  with  restless  agony 
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the  compliance  of  Lula.  Annoyed,  provoked  at  the 
interruption,  Lula  is  about  to  refuse,  when  a  strange, 
irresistible  impulse  prompts  an  excuse,  and  she  re- 
traces her  steps.  Finds  in  the  dining-room  *'  the 
woman,"  who  but  a  short  while  before  she  thought 
so  placid  and  humble,  in  the  greatest  agitation, 
proudly,  defiantly  pacing  to  and  fro  the  floor.  "Tell 
me!  tell  me,  are  you  any  thing  to  t/iat  man  ?  "  madly 
accosts  her.  ''  What  is  that  to  you  ?  "  Lula  proud- 
ly, indignantly  retorts.  "What  is  that  to  inef 
she  repeats,  with  slow,  mocking  emphasis,  and  in  a 
low,  sepulchral  tone,  whispers,  "  He  is  my  husband  !  " 
Reader,  you  fain  would  pronounce  this  an  ideal  pic- 
ture, a  fancy  sketch.  Oh,  how  little  many  of  us  con- 
ceive the  fiction  in  real  life  about  us.  The  actual, 
thrilling,  startling  romances,  sad  tales,  sensational 
novels,  unwritten  poetry  of  the  thousand  throbbing, 
pulsating  hearts  in  our  midst.  The  brave,  the  daring, 
the  injured,  the  suffering  heroes  and  heroines,  actors 
in  this  grand  drama  or  farce  of  life  with  tis. 

"  In  a  city  full, 
Oh,  how  pitiful." 
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As  many,  as  thoughtless  and  giddy  girls  as  Lulu  daily 
sacrifice  themselves  and  their  heart's  best  affections  to 
the  folly  of  a  rash,  indiscriminate,  unwise,  unholy  love. 
Meet  a  stranger  at  a  picnic,  a  party  or  a  church  social, 
for  here  too  oft  lurks  the  wily  foe,  the  rapacious 
wolf,  greedy  for  its  prey,  they  become  prepossessed, 
charmed.  Papa  and  Mama  "  fully  intend  "  looking 
into  the  matter  before  it  reaches  culmination  or  con- 
summation, but  are  too  much  engrossed,  occupied  for 
the  present;  meanwhile  the  fascinating  calls,  opportune 
rides,  moonlight  walks  progress  until,  alas !  it  is 
often  too  late  ! 


Thursday,  March  15. — Two  marriages  to-day; 
how  different  in  position  and  circumstances. 

The  accomplished  Miss  E.  L.  to  Mr.  A.  B.,  the 
genial,  gallant  partner  of  the  firm  of  J.  B.  &  Co. 
Miss  F.  K.  to  Mr.  J.  M.  Both  brides  are  young  and 
pretty. 

To  the  one,  reared  in  the  nursery  of  wealth,  petted 
and  pampered,  life  seems  a  limpid  lake,  and  her  own 
gentle   being  but   a  sparkling  ripple   or  bubble  upon 
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its  surface.  .  The  sky  above  is  calm  and  serene,  the 
atmosphere  about  soft  and  balmy,  the  light  sunny 
and  joyous,  the  winds  fair  and  propitious,  and  she  a 
glad,  happy  child,  toying  and  sporting  upon  its  danc- 
ing waves. 

To  the  other,  nurtured  in  the  home  of  poverty,  dis- 
ciplined in  the  rigid  school  of  want  with  economy 
and  self-denial  her  tutors,  life  is  a  rugged,  wavering 
sea,  with  its  ebbs  and  tides,  flux  and  reflux,  squalls 
and  maelstroms,  adverse  storms,  lowering  winds  and 
portentious  skies,  as  well,  and  she  an  active,  foaming 
billow  swelling  and  surging  its  mighty  current.  No 
rich,  elaborate  trousseau,  no  rare,  precious  gifts,  no 
sumptuous  feast,  no  gorgeous  display  or  costly  tour 
marks  the  eventful  era  with  her. 

No  princely  mansion  awaits  her ;  only  an  humble 
cottage,  snugly,  cozily  fitted  up  with  the  necessaries 
and  comforts  of  a  houie.  Hopeful  and  buoyant,  she 
is  at  once,  without  pomp  or  ceremony,  installed  its 
mistress.  You,  fastidious  and  dainty,  with  horror 
and  derision,  exclaim:  "How  unromantic,  how 
plebian."  Ah!  but  depend  upon  it,  her  apprecia- 
tion is  keener,  her  taste  and  culture  has  a  wider  range, 
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her  ingenuity  a  larger  scope,  her  talents  and  affections 
a  livelier  expanse,  her  industry  greater  play,  her  pros- 
pects more  flattering ;  and  yet  so  perverse  are  all 
things  human,  ten  years,  the  trial  term,  may  prove 
us  a  false  prophetess. 

To  understand  women  ye  nae  need  seek, 

For,  strange  and  wond'rous  tho'  it  be, 

When  weakest  she's  strong,  when  strongest  she's  weak — 

A  puzzle  e'er  to  thee  and  me. 


Saturday,  March  17. — St.  Patrick's  day!  Dear 
to  every  Irishman's  heart.  What  superstitious  at- 
tachment ;  nearly  four  hundred  years,  and  they  still 
commemorate  with  ardor  and  veneration  the  death  of 
their  patron  Saint.  The  Irish  character  is  an  anomaly  to 
me:  Free  and  independent  in  thought,  earnest  and  clan- 
nish in  their  devotion  to  the  "  Old  Country"  and  to 
each  other,  yet  bound,  enslaved,  divided,  scattered. 
There  is  m.uch  freshness  and  versatility  in  their  com- 
position. Some  "blarney"  perhaps,  intermixed 
with  considerable  ''dander,"  yet  vv^ith  all,  sturdy, 
hardy,     generous,     warm-harted,   good-naUtred,    they 
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form  an  essential  element  in  our  nation's  life  and  pros- 
perity. One  predomitant  trait,  if  they  "pass  their 
word"  they  esteem  it  inviolable,  even  though  the  ful- 
fillment be  to  their  own  hurt.  Such  amalgamation  is 
needed  and  desired. 

The  day  was  raw  and  chilly  ;  after  ''  the  procession,'' 
went  to  hear  Mrs.  Middleton's  address  before  the  educa- 
tional association  :  ' '  One  woman  about  other  women. " 
I  almost  forgot  my  prejudice  to  woman  occupying  the 
rostrum,  so  interested  and  entertained  was  I  with  the 
grave,  modest  definition  of  woman's  tn/e  position,  her 
actual  wrongs,  lawful  rights  and  proper  redress.  The 
language  chaste,  the  thoughts  ennobling,  the  whole 
was  good  and  profitable. 

A  bevy  of  High  School  girls,  employed  as  report- 
ers or  reviewers,  one  would  judge  by  their  spirited 
notations  and  comments,  sat  near  by.  One  a  ' '  wee 
sma"  thing,  pale  old  face,  with  large,  lustruous  eyes 
and  knowing  expression,  somewhat  daintily,  studiedly 
dressed,  beautiful  hand,  thin,  yet  white  and  tapering, 
exhibiting  three  large  imposing  rings,  declared  it  was 
' '  all  bosh. "     What  ?     Can  you  guess  ? 
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Monday,  March  19. — ''Will  is  the  dearest,  best 
husband  in  the  world!  "  ejaculated  a  peevish,  nervous 
woman,  as  her  husband,  a  pale,  handsome  man,  af- 
ter an  hour  or  more  of  patient  endurance,  listening, 
perforce,  to  the  stereotyped  review  of  her  ailments, 
the  children's  little  peccadilloes  and  the  servant's  more 
grievous  offenses,  takes  his  usual  list  or  commission 
of  sundry  and  divers  wants,  with  repeated  and  en- 
larged notes,  and  bows  a  gracious  exit,  throwing 
back  one  of  the  hundred  kisses  she  has  bestowed 
upon  him.  I  thought  as  he  closed  the  door  I  caught 
a  faint  sigh  of  relief,  but  it  may  have  been  only  a 
fancy,  the  echo  of  my  own  grave  reflections.  What 
a  nuisance !  What  a  happy  riddance  !  If  women 
must  be  delicate,  it  is  a  pity,  but  to  be  childish  and 
exacting,  it  is  a  shame.  I  have  wanted  an  opportu- 
nity to  favor  the  gentlemen  with  a  hash  of  model 
husbands,  but  fear  this  a  7nalapropos  occasion.  The 
substance  or  ingredients  a  little  old,  and  so  unpalata- 
ble ;  I  have  seasoned  highly,  smack  my  lips  com- 
placently upon  a  trial  of  it ;  it  is  tart  and  hot  enough, 
but  I  feel  tempted  now  to  serve  only  a  portion  as  a 
relish  or  condiment.      Do  as  I  know  a  certain  little 
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boy  not  fond  of  *'  meat  chopped  up  ;  "  pick  out  the 
choice  tid-bits,  leaving  the  gristle,  surplus  potatoes, 
bread  and  onions  for  manners.     Well ! 

First  morceau — I  find  *' model 'husband  "  a  more 
general,  arbitrary  term  than  "good  wife."  We  may 
have  a  variety  of  molds,  but  few  are  accepted — good. 

Second — Men  are  constitutionally  wise  and  saga- 
cious, physically  strong  and  self-reliant,  naturally 
proud  and  vain,  educationally  superior,  ''  bom  tortile,'' 
hereditarily  active  and  stirring,  professedly  sharp  and 
shrewd,  habitually  selfish  and  imperious.  Of  this  rude, 
uncouth,  heterogeneous  mass  to  compound,  forge, 
fashion  a  model  husband,  would  seem  to  defy  the 
skill  and  art  of  man  and  the  tact  and  ingenuity  of 
woman.  And  yet  it  were  impossible  to  conceive  a 
perfect  man  or  husband  without  them  ;  they  are  the 
inherent  qualities  necessary  to  receive  the  pleasing 
gloss,  the  winning  lustre. 

Thirdly — As  the  charm.  Who  could  value  or  respect 
a  husband  without  a  due  amount  of  self-importance 
and  will  ?  A  man,  if  no  bigger  than  my  thumb,  who 
boldly  and  independently  asserts  and  maintains  his 
true,    heaven-appointed   place,    ''head  of  the  zvife,'' 
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knozviJig,  too,  of  course,  "if  the  wives  would  learn 
any  thing  let  them  ask  of  their  husbands  at  home." 
Industrious  by  all  means — working.  "  For  by  the 
sweat  of  \\\Y  face  shalt  thou  eat  bread."  ''Pro- 
viding for  his  own."  Yes,  brave,  chivalrous. 
''Bold  as  a  lion."  Righteous — still  a  little  cunning 
and  a  wee  bit  selfishness  is  wholesome — for  * '  The 
more  honesty  a  man  has,  the  less  he  affects  the  air  of 
the  Saint."  Here  is  the  frame  or  skeleton  to  be 
rounded  out  or  developed.  The  stone  ready  for  the 
lapidary  to  cut  and  finish.  Material  for  the  skillful  arti- 
san or  the  awkward  workman  to  wield.  But  I  must 
desist  less  I  surfeit  or  gorge  you. 

N.  B. — Not  hash,  something  more  appetizing. 

''Dearest,  best  husband  in  the  world."  What  a 
sweeping  positive  declaration.  I  wonder  if  Mrs.  J. 
and  a  dozen  or  more  wives  will  not  protest  against 
such  an  appropriation  or  monopoly'.  From  their 
stand-point,  through  their  lens,  with  their  guage, 
Mr.  J.,  &  Co.,  are  equally  the  best. 

To  avoid  contention  let  us  qualify  it  a  little,  say 
one  of  the  best,  leaving  us  all  space  to  exhibity  an  op- 
portunity t©  expatiate  and  embellish  upon  our  respec- 
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tive  ideas  and  adaptations.      A  model  husband  :     One 
we  love  and  one  who  loves  us. 

"To  thine  own  self  be  true; 

And  it  must  follow,  as  the  night  the  day, 

Thou  canst  not  be  false"  to  woman. 


Thursday,  March  22. — '' Home  Again  !  "  How 
flattering  Mr.  Waterson's  reception — quite  a  gala  oc- 
casion, the  gallery,  the  stage,  the  rostrum  and  desk 
all  handsomely  decorated  and  beautifully  ornamented 
with  flags  and  flowers.  Mayor  Jacob  ushered  him,  a 
host  ,of  our  best  men  welcomed  him,  Eichhorn's 
Band  cheered  him,  and  a  large  expectant  crowd 
greeted  him  ;  were  all  this  not  enough  indeed  to  indorse 

"Well  done,  good  and  faithful  servant !  " 

The  speech  was  characteristic,  clear,  candid,  fin- 
ished and  graceful,  breathing  the  same  noble  senti- 
ments of  heroism,  evincing  the  same  lofty  spirit  of 
liberal  patriotism  as  when  chronicling  the  death  of 
Lee,  the  loved  chieftain  of  the  South  in  1870,  seven 
years  ago  !  "  And  standing  here  by  the  grave  of  this 
brave  Virginian,    we  say  that  there  is  nothing  we  ask 
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for  our  hero  that  we  are  unwiUing  or  unready  to  give 
yours.  Let  this  be  the  guarantee  of  our  fidelity  to 
our  engagements." 

Now,  "  I  would  discourage  no  man,  for  I  am  not 
discouraged." 

' '  There  was  nothing  left  but  to  go  forth  bravely 
and  carry  out  the  terms  of  the  bond  as  they  were.  By 
doing  so  we  saved  our  morale  and  honor." 


Saturday,  March  24. — Was  to  see  Mrs.  R.  this 
afternoon  ;  found  Nona  equipped  for  dancing-school ; 
beautifully  dressed,  but  rather  unsuitably,  I  thought, 
for  the  raw,  mad  March  weather.  It  had  rained  vio- 
lently in  the  morning,  and  the  sun  was  struggling  to 
take  a  peep,  the  wind  blew  and  blustered  about  fear- 
fully. Nona  was  determined,  however,  and  mamma, 
with  sick  headache,  must  succumb.  "We  can  ride 
in  the  cars,  put  on  our  overshoes,  wrap  up  ;  it  ain't 
going  to  rain  any  more,"  and  a  dozen  or  more  plausi- 
ble, convincifig  arguments  were   urged.      Mamma  ac- 
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knowledged  it  was  important,  for  the  times  were 
hard,  and  it  too  expensive  for  Nona  to  lose  any  of 
the  lessons.  ' '  Then  she  is  learning  the  steps  so 
beautifully."  While  Mrs.  R.  got  ready,  Nona,  with- 
out any  solicitation,  volunteered  a  display  of  her  ac- 
complishments, mamma  interluding  her  preparation 
with  an  animated  hum  and  lively  pat  of  the  foot,  I  a 
compulsory  spectator.  Ah !  fond  mother,  do  you  con- 
sider what  harm  you  maybe  doing  your  child,  so  early 
sowing  the  seeds  of  vanity,  pride  and  love  of  dress 
and  excitement  ?  What  if  they  develop  in  the  gay, 
giddy  flirt,  shallow  girl,  inefficient  woman  ?  Any 
wonder?  One  Christian  mother  asks,  * '  What  on  earth 
are  we  ever  to  do  with  our  children's  feet  ?"  Another 
answers,  "Put  more  in  their  heads  and  they'll  know^ 
themselves  what  to  do  with  their  feet." 

There  can  be  no  harm  in  the  simple,  innocent  ex- 
ercise of  dancing;  the  merry  whirl  of  a  guileless 
child  is  indeed  a  pleasing,  enlivening  sight.  Yet 
it  is  not  the  poison,  but  its  fatal  effects  we  dread ; 
it  is  not  the  dancing,  but  its  consequences  we  fear. 
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Wednesday,  March  28. — A  suicide! 

"Against  self  slaughter 
There  is  a  prohibition  so  divine 
That  cravens  my  weak  hand." 

How  it  thrills  us  with  horror  for  one  sane,  to 
coolly,  deliberately  prepare  to  wrest  their  own  life. 
And  if  in  some  wild  phrensy,  violent  aberration  of 
mind  or  stolid  indifference,  it  seems  even  more  terri- 
ble, pitiable. 

They  become  more  and  more  frequent  every  day. 
Any  little  disappointment,  failure  or  loss,  and  we  are 
ready,  like  Rebecca  of  old,  to  exclaim,  "  I  am  weary 
of  my  life."  "  If  Jacob  take  a  wife  from  the  daugh- 
ters of  Heth,  what  good  shall  my  life  do  me?  " 

How  cowardly  for  a  man  overwhelmed  and  de- 
pressed by  financial  embarrassments  to  seek  such  a 
recourse,  leaving-  perchance  an  aged  mother,  a  help- 
less wife  to  stem  the  tide,  bear  the  burden  alone.  It 
may  be,  goaded  by  disgrace,  shame  and  opprobrium, 
he  resolves  to  make  the  fearful  sacrifice. 

"  Beyond  is  the  judgment, 
And  in  the  grave  there  is  no  remembrance  of  me." 

Yesterday  a  tramp,  a  stranger,  friendless,  desti- 
tute,   is    scoffed,    rebuffed,    makes   the    fatal  plunge, 
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waves  back  the  sad,  mocking  adieu,  ''Meet  me  in 
heaven,"  and  is  lost.  To-day  a  man  respected,  ''well- 
to-do,"  fails  in  some  idol  project  or  scheme,  quaffs 
the  deadly  potion  and  sleeps. 

"To-morrow  one  more  unfortunate,  rashly  impor- 
tunate, goes  to  her  death." 

"  Oh  !  deaf  to  Nature  and  to  Heaven's  command  ! 
Against  thyself  to  lift  the  murdering  hand  ; 
Oh  !  damned  despair!   to  shun  the  living  light, 
And  plunge  thy  guilty  soul  in  endless  night !  " 


APRIL. 


"Then  April,  gloom  and  shine, 
Sad,  merry,  willful,  meek, 

With  crocus  in  her  tresses 

And  with  tears  upon  her  cheek." 


Sunday,  April  i. — Heard  Brother  Morrison  in 
morning-  from  text,  "Verily!  verily!  I  say  unto  you, 
except  a  corn  of  wheat  fall  into  the  ground  and  die," 
etc.,  an  appropriate,  eloquent  sermon.  ''The  resur- 
rection !  What  a  grand  theme,  abounding  with  so 
many  suggestive,  tender  thoughts,  well  fitting  to  en- 
gage the  powers  of  heaven  and  earth  to  recount  its 
glories,  its  beauties,  its  triumphs.  The  Lord  is  risen, 
he  lives  again,  the  seal,  the  covenant ;  not  enough  he 
died,  but  is  risen,  else  is  our  preaching  vain  and  your 
faith  is  also  vain." 

Brother  M.  is  a  remarkable  man ;  self  made,  he 
may  lack  the  scholarly  grace  and  finish  of  the  orator, 
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yet  with  all  the  freshness  and  vigor  of  nature's  own 
Master  Speaker,  is  vivid,  glowing,  graphic.  While 
he  deals  much  in  imagery,  teaches  much  in  parable, 
they  suggest  no  wild,  vague  theories,  are  no  mean- 
ingless flights  of  fancy,  but  earnest  illustrations  to  en- 
force, impress,  fix  a  point ;  his  discourses  redolent  with 
practical,  substantial  thought,  fragrant  with  the  gentle 
breath  of  sentiment  and  feeling,  form  a  charming 
whole,  a  rich  bouquet,  which  you  love  to  press  be- 
tween the  pages  of  memory  and  place  as  choice  in  the 
herbarium  of  your  heart.  His  conversation  and  walk 
a  reflex  of  his  own  happy,  Christian  experience  ;  his 
beaming,  radiant  face  an  index  of  the  joy  within,  and 
whether  you  hear  him  in  the  pulpit,  meet  him  in  the 
social  circle,  or  by  chance  upon  the  public  thorough- 
fare, you  mark  the  same  shining  light.  His  armor 
always  bright,  his  sword  unsheathed,  he  goeth  forth  a 
mighty  warrior  in  the  army  of  the  Lord,  conquer- 
ing and  to  conquer. 
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Monday,  April  2. — Jennie  H.,  a  young  friend, 
brought  in  a  book  a  few  days  since  for  me  to  inspect  ; 
the  request  was  so  unusual  and  remarkable,  I  was  not 
only  willing  but  even  gratified  to  comply.      It  proved 

to  be ,  by  a  very  corrupt  writer  who  wields  a  facile 

pen,  rendering  her  power  only  the  more  subtle  and 
dangerous.  The  plot  was  mystery,  mystified ;  the 
characters  overwrought,  unreal ;  the  incidents  marvel- 
ous, incredible;  the  moral,  baneful,  destructive — yet  the 
language  so  glowing,  the  imagery  so  bright,  the  narra- 
tive so  thrilling  and  beguiling,  I  could  readily  per- 
ceive how  the  mind  of  an  unskilled,  indiscriminate 
reader  could  be  mislead  diwd  deluded. 

However,  we  may  speculate  about  the  cause  or 
causes  which  produce,  facilitate  and  precipitate  the 
growth  and  increase  of  our  depraved  young  men  and 
fast  girls,  certain  it  is,  a  perverted  vitiated  taste,  in- 
duced by  the  indiscreet,  excessive  novel  reading  of 
the  present  day  forms  an  active  fertilizer.  The  amount 
of  exciting  and  often  impure  love  tales,  the  wild, 
exaggerated  hob-goblin  stories  which  thousands  of 
our  young  girls  and  boys,  mere  children,  are  daily 
gorging   is   almost   incalculable.      How   painful,    too. 
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to  note  the  eagerness  and  greediness  with  which 
such  trash  is  received  and  devoured,  indicating  that 
morbid  unnatural  appetite,  the  precursor  of  some 
dread  disease  or  more  fatal  malady.  Who  is  re- 
sponsible? Let  the  demand  cease  and  the  supply 
will  suffer.  What!  have  z^^*  novels ?  No,  I  would  not 
include  in  my  general  onslaught  of  spurious,  pernic- 
ious works  of  fiction  all  novels,  for  who  does  not  en- 
joy a  good  story,  and  when  spiced  with  a  genuine, 
pleasing  romance,  will  not  own  it  is  more  pungent, 
palatable  and  wholesome.  But  let  us  choose  wisely, 
make  the  life  and  character  of  the  author  its  creden- 
tials, its  moral  tone  and  worth  its  commendation,  its 
chaste  language  and  exalting  influence  its  testi- 
monials ;  and  even  here  must  be  drawn  a  nice  line  of 
distinction  or  demarcation  between  the  evil  and  the 
good  of  such  indulgences  ;  as  a  pleasant  dainty  or  des- 
sert of  life,  it  must  be  served  seasonably  and  par- 
taken temperately  after  the  substantial  and  never  as 
a  substitute  for  the  more  necessary  and  nutritious 
meat  and  bread  of  the  first  course.  Would  it  be 
strange  if  we  fed  only  on  knick-knacks  and  conserves, 
though  fresh  and  pure,  if  we    became  enervated,    in- 
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efficient  and  worthless,  and  then  if  these,  having  a 
fair  attractive  exterior,  prove  to  be  tainted,  rancid, 
bhghted,  is  it  any  marvel  the  effects  would  be  even 
more  weakening  and  deleterious.  How  inconsistent 
in  parents  to  be  anxious  and  vigilant  about  the  asso- 
ciations and  alliances  their  children  form,  concerned 
as  to  the  propriety  of  what  they  see  and  hear  and 
careful  where  they  go,  when  they  recklessly  permit 
them  to  read  ad  libihim  any  thing  and  every  thing  that 
chances  in  their  way. 

I  once  called  to  see  a  friend  who,  being  from 
home,  it  devolved  upon  her  young  daughter,  scarce 
sixteen,  to  receive  and  entertain  me.  She  was 
very  pleasant,  bright  and  quite  pretty.  When  she 
invited  me  in  she  held  in  her  hand  a  book,  her  fingers 
serving  as  a  mark  ;  while  we  talked  she  continued  to 
open  and  shut  it  nervously  until  I  asked  her   what  it 

was?     " ,  and  it  is  .j^  interesting  I  almost  forget 

myself."  Being  of  a  questionable  stamp,  I  asked 
her,  *' Does  your  Mama  «//r(Ci'£  such  reading?  "  She 
laughed  and  replied  very  independently,  "Mama 
never  troubles  herself  about  what  I  read,  she  is  as 
fond  of  novels  as  I  am."     Is  it  possible?     Two  years 
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later  and  this  same  young  lady  is  heard  to  petulantly, 
disrespectfully  answer  her  mother  when  summoned 
from  an  absorbing,  engrossing  romance  to  attend  to 
some  imperative  household  duty.  "  Wonder  what  on 
earth  Ma  wants,  bawling  loud  enough  to  be  heard  all 
over  the  square  !  "  then  reluctantly,  listlessly  prepar- 
ing to  obey.  Three  years  later,  at  the  time  we  are 
writing,  and  w^e  find  our  heroine  married  to  a  worthy 
but  poor  young  man,  who  is  bravely  struggling  and 
striving  to  stem  the  tide,  while  she,  ' '  worn  out  with 
the  hard  times,"  discontented,  dissatisfied,  indolent, 
frets  and  complains ;  she  still  reads  promiscuously 
stories  so  interesting,  that  she  forgets  and  neglects 
herself  and  those  around  her. 

Ponder,  parents,  well  the  questions,  "Who  is 
accountable?",  "Wlio  is  answerable  for  these  dire 
results?"  Consider  if  the  poison  is  less  deadly, 
mingled  with  the  ruddy  wine  and  served  in  a 
golden  chalice  by  fair  hands.  Remember  "'  Erba 
mala  pirsto  crescc''  Understand,  examples  of  vicious 
habits  impress  more  deeply  and  misguide  more  easily 
when  viewed  in  persons  with  the  power  and  influence 
to   rule   or    lead ;    know,    in    the   home   circle    those 


DAY    IN    AND    DAY    OUT.  9/ 

in   authority  should    be   doubly   cautious   and  wary. 
"  Books,  like  friends,  should  be  few  and  well  chosen." 


Tuesday,  April  3. — Mr.  and  Mrs.  K.  here  after 
tea.  She  is  a  wee  bit  odd  perhaps,  but  with  all 
interesting  and  entertaining — substantial.  She  feels 
sorely  their  losses,  the  wrong,  the  injustice,  without 
any  protection  or  redress  from  the  laws.  Always 
frugal  and  economical,  dressing  plainly,  living  simply, 
hoping  in  their  declining  years  to  have  a  competency. 
Now,  through  the  perfidy  of  others,  their  little  all  is 
engulphed,  their  substance,  the  accumulation  of  years 
consumed,  their  home  sacrificed  to  pay  the  debts  of 
the  firm,  parties  almost  strangers  to  them,  and  he  an 
old  man,  forced  to  accept  the  position  of  a  subordinate. 
What  an  outrage  ;  and  yet  he  seems  remarkably  cheer- 
ful over  it.  Ever  a  brave,  energetic  man,  successful 
in  business,  not  to  be  baffled,  he  has  gone  vig- 
orously to  hard  work ;  she  laughs  and  chides  him  for 
what   she   terms   his  childish  sanguineness,  but  what 
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the  world  must  recognize  as  manly  heroism.  What  an 
example  for  some  of  our  young  men,  too  proud,  too 
lazy,  too  self-indulgent,  too  choice  to 'work;  can't  get 
any  thing  to  do,  content  to  drift  with  the  tide,  wait 
for  something  to  turn  up,  got  a  good  thing  of  it,  any 
way — *' Old  Gov.  has  aplenty;  Aunt  Sarah,  Uncle 
James,  Grandpa  will  take  care  of  me,  and  so  I  have  a 
few^  clothes,  plenty  to  eat  and  a  little  change,  \vhat 
care  I?"  If  loafers,  encumberances,  they  must  be 
borne  as  necessary  evils  ;  friends  are  only  too  glad  to 
keep  them  out  of  mischief — "have  them  escape 
work-house  or  penitentiary." 


Saturday,  April/. — "Rain  with  the  sun  shining." 
How  beautiful  every  thing  looks,  through  a  mist  of 
tears  smiling.  Old  Dame  Nature  with  one  of  her 
spells  of  hysterics,  laughing  and  crying.  These  April 
showers — how  refreshing,  how  invigorating — the  at- 
mosphere humid,  oppressive,  then  the  glorious,  vivi- 
fying reaction.      L.  has  just  come  in  humming  : 

"  When  Charlie  has  money  he  has  friends  all  around; 
When  his  money  is  gone  his  friends  can't  be  found." 
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How  suggestive  of  the  fickleness  of  human  affec- 
tion, and  none  are  more  variable  or  changeable  than 
our  young  friend,  who  to-day  attracts,  wins  ;  to-mor- 
row, weary  of  the  gambol,  chills,  rebuffs,  repels.  An 
innocent  coquette  !  harmless  flirt !  How  paradoxical ; 
when  chided  she  always  pleads,  "Not  guilty."  In- 
deed, her  bright,  open  face  betokens  no  ill,  and  yet 
she  is  playing  a  hazardous  game  ;  unwittingly  she  may 
be  ensnared  herself  Ruse  contre  iiise.  Take  care, 
my  young  friend,  your  pretty,  roguish,  little  nothings 
and  seeming  thoughtless  pleasantries  prove  not  pois- 
oned barbs,  gilded,  yet  no  less  poisoned. 

•'Trust  not  the  treason  of  those  smiling  looks 
Until  ye  have  their  guileful  trains  well  trode, 

For  they  are  like  unto  golden  hooks 

That  from  the  foolish  fish  their  baits  do  hide." 


Tuesday,  April  io.  —  Met  Angie  D.  to-day. 
What  a  splendid  looking  zuonian  she  is  now ;  well 
developed,  with  a  proud,  lofty  bearing,  clear,  thought- 
ful eye,  a   wee  bit  too  grave,  perhaps ;    her  features 
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almost  too  quiet,  yet  finely  cast,  neat,  trim,  attract- 
ive. She  had  her  two  children  with  her,  so  grown 
and  changed  I  scarcely  recognized  them.  They 
seemed  bright  and  happy,  all  ignorant  and  uncon- 
scious of  the  dark  cloud  which  overshadows  their 
young  lives — with  no  home  nor  home  privileges  or 
home  associations.  Papa,  whom  they  have  forgotten 
long  ago,  is  in  a  distant  state,  and  mamma  divorced,  back 
with  her  parents,  helpless,  dependent  upon  them.  I 
thought  could  Frank  spy  the  little  tableau  his  heart 
would  relent.  He  could  scarce  fain  resist  the  charm  and 
influence  of  the  moment,  the  quiet,  gentledignity  of  the 
mother,  the  sprightly  joyousness  of  the  children — 
his  children.  Ah !  these  divorces ;  how  sad ;  I 
do  not  understand  them.  The  solemn  injunction, 
"Whatsoever  God  hath  joined  together  let  not  man 
put  asunder,"  should  be  imperative,  inviolable; 
yet,  for  some  fancied  incompatibility,  some  supposed 
incongruity,  some  trifling  difference  or  variance,  and 
man  and  wife  quarrel,  separate.  Whence  the  origin 
of  this  great  evil  ?  As  in  this  instance,  too  often  :  mar- 
ried in  haste,  repented  at  leisure. 

**  Hasty  marriage  seldom  proveth  wxll."     No  love 
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in  the  question  ;  policy,  convenience,  gain.  She  was 
young,  pretty,  ricJi,  susceptible  ;  he  calculating,  as- 
piring, poor,  but  jovial,  handsome,  and  finds  his 
game  an  easy  one.  They  marry ;  soon  discover 
their  fearful  mistake ;  to  him  the  golden  fetters 
become  heavy,  fretting  clanks  of  iron  ;  to  her 
the  delusion — galling  bondage.  With  no  love  to 
devise  and  invent  ways  and  means  of  redress,  they 
tire  of  each  other  as  a  babe  of  its  gaudy,  unsubstan- 
tial toy,  and  in  a  pet  or  freak,  dashes  it  down  and 
breaks  it  to  pieces.  Any  thing  to  be  free,  have 
some  thing  new.  He  deserts  her,  she  leaves  him, 
goes  on  a  visit  home  and  stays.  Mother  and  father, 
who  have  already  been  too  of^cious  in  creating  and 
widening  the  breach,  discountenance  all  idea  of  con- 
ciliation or  pacification,  advise  an  immediate  dissolu- 
tion— divorce.  A  petty  contention  about  the  chil- 
dren, then  a  compromise  and  they  settle  down.  She 
perchance  assuming  her  maiden  name;  he  forsooth  his 
boyish  cunning  and  craft.  Only  yesterday  a  friend  and 
I  were  numbering  these  quondam  marriages !  Thirty- 
two  !  within  our  limited  range  of  acquaintance. 
What  an  alarming  record !     In  three  cases  there  were 
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two  members  out  of  one  family — significant.  Three 
to  four,  to  six  years  probation  was  the  longest,  save 
in  one  instance,  an  old  couple  married  twenty  years.  . 
He  a  man  beau  monde,  dashing,  distingue,  fascinating. 
She  plain,  matter-of-fact,  illy  fitted  for  the  role  as- 
signed her,  unversed  in  the  various  little  technicalities 
and  conventionalities  of  society,  its  many  luring 
charms  and  graces,  wiles  and  arts,  is  unprepared,  as 
Greek  to  meet  Greek.  So  becomes  uninteresting, 
worthless,  is  consigned  to  the  shelf;  must  occupy 
a  subordinate,  secondary  place.  Mortified,  jealous, 
miserable. 

"For  many  a  thorn  is  thrust  into  the  side  of  him 
who  is  forgotten." 

She  chides,  upbraids,  then  fretted,  as  a  General  who 
loses  vantage  ground,  she  acts  rashly,  precipitately ; 
ventures  every  thing ;  loses  all.  Determines  upon 
the  fatal  irrevocable  recourse,  abandonment.  How 
foolish — ^just  the  thing  he  wanted!  And  when  she  dis- 
covers her  blunder  and  would  retract,  lie  quietly 
laughs  in  his  sleeve,  and  complacently  resigns  wife 
and  two  beautiful  daughters  ;  is  divorced.  Swift  tells 
us  :      "  The  reason  why  so  few  marriages  are  happy  is 
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because  young  ladies  spend  their  time  making  nets, 
not  cages."  And  we  may  as  justly  add,  young  men 
spend  theirs  nibbling  at  gilded  hooks  with  specie  bait, 
catching  only  golden  fish.  The  saddest  feature  of  it 
all  is  the  little  regard  or  solemnity  attached  to  the  step. 
Often 

'*  Within  a  month, 
E're  yet  the  salt  of  most  unrighteous  tears 
Had  left  the  flushing  of  her  galled  eyes, 
She  married!     O,  most  wicked  speed." 
"  And  most  wicked  shame  to  wed  at  all." 


Saturday,  April  14. — A.  came  by  for  me  to  go 
down  with  her  and  see  Nevil  Cain's  new  picture  at 
Escott's.  Mr.  L.  had  told  her  it  bore  a  striking  re- 
semblance to  her.  We  peeped  in  to  learn  progress 
of  baby  show.  A  failure,  thanks  to  the  good  sense 
and  delicacy  of  our  ladies.  Such  ostentatious  parades 
are  barbarous — squalling,  slobbering,  cooing,  jabber- 
ing infants,  on  exhibition  as  some  rare,  curious  ani- 
mals in  a  menagerie.      But  to  the  picture — a  portrait. 
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At  first  glance  we  are  at  a  loss  to  know  whether  we 
like  it  or  not,  but  readily  determine,  omnis  amans 
arnens ;  not  a  feature  like  A.'s,  and  her  saucy,  mis- 
chievous laugh  only  confirms  our  opinion.  It  grows 
upon  you,  softens,  its  ease,  grace,  richness,  vividness 
ingratiate  themselves;  no  connoisseur,  we  would  not 
venture  a  judgment ;  instinctively  we  feel  it  forbids 
all  harsh,  idle  criticism,  and  we  begin  to  wonder,  con- 
jecture, who  the  fair  lady  is  ?  What  her  life's  history  ? 
Whether  an  ideal  of  the  artist's  boyhood  or  a  crea- 
tion of  his  maturer  fancy  ?  Or,  indeed,  with  a  living, 
breathing  prototype,  a  happy  reality.  What  labor, 
what  hopes,  what  aspirations.      In  sympathy  I  felt, 

"None  but  an  author  knows  an  author's  cares, 
Or  Fancy's  fondness  for  the  child  she  bears." 

Nature  creates  merit  and  Fortune  brings  it  into  play. 
May  our  young  friend  find  her  in  her  most  favorable, 
benign  state. 

"  Fortune  is  merry, 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing." 
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Wednesday,  April  i8. — The  morning  was  lovely, 
the  blue  sky,  bright  sunshine,  gentle  winds,  new, 
fresh  grass,  fragrant  buds  and  blossoms,  soft  luxurious 
air,  the  early  butterfly,  the  gladsome  birds,  all  made 
a  scene  of  surpassing  beauty  and  serenity  as  I  sat  at 
my  window, 

"  In  contemplation  of  created  things 
By  steps  ascending  up  to  God." 

My  thoughts  were  pleasantly  recalled  to  earth  by  the 
merry  laugh  of  a  happy  joyous  child  passing.  On 
she  bounded  as  fleetly  and  lithely  as  a  fawn,  her  long, 
sunny  curls  floating  with  the  breeze,  her  wonderingly 
witching  brown  eyes  dancing  with  delight,  her  eager 
face  flushed  with  animation,  her  delicately  curved 
mouth,  wreathed  in  sportive  smiles,  lisping  in  child- 
ish earnestness  '*I  can't  tach  it."  What  a  beautiful 
picture  of  gentleness,  innocence  and  glee. 

Now  she  returns,  her  face  even  more  radiant  with 
the  excitement  of  hot  pursuit ;  she  reaches  out  her 
tiny  hand  to  catch  something  and  seizes  but  empty  air ; 
again  and  again  she  is  lured  by  the  flitting  phantom, 
only  to  be  mocked.      At   last,   exhausted  and  disap- 
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pointed,  she  abandons  the  chase ;  worn  out,  and  a 
nickel  she  had  held  in  her  hand  gone. 

Ah,  Florence,  only,  idly,  vainly  after  a  shadow. 

So,  too,  many  of  us  begin  and  end  life,  following 
some  glowing  ignis  fatuus,  some  light,  rosy  tinted 
Aurora  Borealis,  some  capricious  fantasy,  some 
chimerical  vision,  until  youth  is  squandered,  manhood 
wasted — frustrated,  tired,  we  relinquish  the  chase, 
and  find  the  earnest  realities  of  life,  its  certain  tangi- 
ble good,  its  actual  benefits  and  profits  lost.  Have 
mistaken  the  shadow  ior  the  happiness. 

TO  FLORENCE  W . 

Beautiful  child,  so  woHdrous  fair, 
With  nut-brown  eyes  and  golden  hair, 
Glad,  cheery  smile  and  sunny  face, 
Kind,  gentle  heart  and  loving  grace. 

May  life,  as  now,  seem  always  bright ; 
As  full  of  hope  and  joyous  light; 
No  shadows  fall  save  those,  indeed. 
To  lend  the  glow  thou  fain  shalt  need. 

No  luring  phantoms  'long  the  way 
Tempt  thee  afar  in  paths  astray, 
No  idle  dreams  your  peace  infest — 
♦♦Man  never  is  but  to  be  blest." 
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But  fix  thy  aim  on  life's  high  goal, 
Whate'er  thou  lose  still  ^ain  thy  soul ; 
Its  real  worth  be  understood, 
N'o  ill  betides,  all  is  for  good. 


Saturday,  April  21. — 

Ah  !  girls,  have  you  ever  read 
Where  King  Solomon  hath  said, 
"  A  man's  pride  shall  bring  him  low, 
And  before  a  fall  shall  go  ?  " 
Mind  !   you'll  always  find  it  so. 

A  frisky  little  miss,  pretty,  of  course ;  at  least  pos- 
sessed of  that  freshness  and  buoyancy  so  attractive  in 
youth,  dressed  fashionably,  with  cunning  device  of 
feathers,  flowers  and  plush  for  a  hat,  a  pleasing  com- 
bination of  ruffles,  loops  and  puffs  for  a  dress,  walked 
a  square  or  more  in  advance  of  me  this  morning.  I 
had  noticed  how  lightly  and  airily  she  carried  herself, 
teetering  or  bounding  along,  tossing  her  head,  the 
meanwhile,  perhaps,  like  the  lassie,  fabled  renown, 
transported  with  the  idea,  **  but,  no,  I  will  refuse 
every  one  of  them." 
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A  mysterious,  inexplicable  hitch  of  the  heel  and 
she  was  precipitated  forward,  revealing  the  skeleton 
unmasked,  striped  hose  on  fit  and  wee  pebble  goats 
on  last.  Her  tilters  twisted  and  disjointed,  feet  en- 
tangled, polonaise  wrenched  from  its  moorings,  hat 
dethroned,  frizzes  dislodged,  meresham  Russian  leather 
ruthlessly  torn  open  and  its  glittering  souvenirs  scat- 
tered to  the  winds.  Every  effort  to  extricate  herself 
was  futile  ;  there  she  lay,  helplessly  wrestling  with 
fate,  calling  lustily  for  help,  a  woeful,  yet  noless  ludri- 
cous  spectacle.  A  loud,  exultant  shout  from  a  group 
of  ballists  across  the  way  only  added  to  her  discom- 
fiture and  mortification.  "  Oh,  those  old,  horrid,  base 
boys,  how  I  hate  them  !  "  Yet  one  was  humane  and 
gallant  enough  to  tender  his  services  and  prove  very 
efficient,  at  least  in  gathering  up  the  fragments. 
Passers  by  stopped  and  inquired  what  was  the  matter. 
Assistance  rendered,  her  pose  regained,  and  as  far  as 
possible  all  damages  repaired,  brushed,  straightened, 
readjusted,  she  cooly  serveyed  her  rescuers,  and  with- 
out one  ivord  of  thanks  or  recognition  of  favors  re- 
ceived, gave  a  deep  groan  of  relief  and  satisfac- 
tion :      "  Well  !  I  am  glad  Mr.  W.  H.  never  saw  me 
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anyway,"  then  tripped  on  her  way  rejoicing,  not  one 
tithe  less  proud  or  arrogant,  we  thought,  who  were 
left  in  the  lurch  to  wonder  and  amaze. 


Monday,  April  23. — Quite  a  levee ;  regular  storm 
— nine  calls  to-day.  Six  ladies  here  at  one  time, 
talking,  jabbering,  discussing.  As  must  ever  be 
the  case  where  so  many  les  femmes  congregate 
together,  dress  formed  an  essential  point  or  topic  of 
conversation.  The  spring  styles  and  fashions,  latest 
cuts  or  patterns  of  polonaise,  newest  shapes  of  hats, 
novelties  in  jewelry,  curiosities  and  varieties  in  gloves, 
ties,  trimmings,  etc.  Each  one,  of  course,  had  very 
recently  seen  or  heard  something  of  importance  and 
note,  and  must  needs  pass  an  opinion  or  judgment 
thereupon,  as  well  as  jot  the  hints  and  suggestions 
offered  by  the  rest.  What  a  babel  and  confusion  of 
tongues  and  ideas!  To  a  disinterested  listener  or 
spectator  it  must  have  been  truly  amusing ;  our  eager- 
ness, earnestness  and  vehemence,   all  about  the  rai 
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ment  and  adornment  of  our  poor,  perishable  bodies. 
Yet  dress  is  a  subject  which  is  worthy  of 
special  attention  and  concern,  bringing  into  exercise 
and  play  our  keenest  perception  and  discrimination, 
as  well  as  our  ingenuity,  industry,  taste,  skill  and 
readiness.  Dress  inj:its  primary  sense,  signifying  * '  to 
make  straight,"  implies  a  great  deal,  a  comely,  grace- 
ful fitness  and  order,  discarding,  rejecting  every  thing 
outre,  and  combining,  blending  and  utilizing, 
every  thing  that  is  pleasing,  beautiful  and  attractive. 
Nothing  so  marks  or  distinguishes  a  lady  as  her  attire, 
modest,  becoming,  flashy,  gaudy,  indicating  a  gen- 
uine or  false  taste.  There  is  always  an  appropriate- 
ness, too,  in  dress,  a  conformity,  congruity  to  circum- 
stances, time  and  place.  Thus,  at  a  wedding  we 
should  be  found  with  the  wedding  garment  on  ;  at 
home,  at  church,  upon  the  street^  be  as  suitably  ar- 
rayed. To  dress  well,  nicely,  even  richly,  if  we  can 
afford  it,  is  not  only  our  privilege,  but  our  duty. 
Yet  it  must  be  made  subordinate,  secondary  to  the 
higher,  holier  preparations  and  adornments  of  the 
mind  and  heart ;  never  be  allowed  to  supersede  these 
or  become  the  all-predominant  thought  and  incentive 
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of  our  beings,  the  grand  object  of  our  lives,  making 
in  our  fanatical  worship  sometimes  even  a  sacrilege  of 
the  very  habiliments  of  sorrow  and  death.  How  dis- 
honoring to  our  dignity  and  degrading  to  our  high 
mission  to  appear  as  flaming  advertisements  or  glar- 
ing, conspicuous  fashion  plates.  Ah,  let  us  rather  be 
clothed  upon,  chastely  not  excessively,  showily,  ex- 
travagantly, for  after  all  modesty  is  the  sweetest, 
most  alluring  ornament,  the  brighest,  richest  jewel  a 
woman  can  wear,  her  crowning  grace  and  charm. 
And  we  should  never  violate  its  propriety  or  reserve 
by  adopting  striking  peculiarities,  noticeable  oddities, 
or  studied  eccentricities  in  dress,  which  must  expose 
us  inevitably  to  the  vulgar  gaze  of  a  gdi^mg  publiquCy 
or  subject  us  to  the  coarse  criticisms  and  comments 
of  a  "relentless  world."  A  due  compliance  and  ob- 
servance of  the  inexorable  laws  of  fashion  is,  we 
admit,  necessary  to  avoid  attention,  ridicule,  nor  do 
we  ignore  the  fact,  dress  has  to  some  extent  a  moral 
effect  or  tendency  upon  our  conduct  or  manners,  en- 
suring an  easy  address,  comfortable  confidence  and  a 
proper  reliance.      "Use  it  but  don't  abuse  it." 

I  remember,  "once  on  a  time,"  two  young  girls 
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laughingly  boasted  they  were  going  to  *  *  set  their  caps' ' 
for  a  certain  promising  young  lawyer  of  our  place, 
handsome,  talented  and  finished.  Ruby  was  beauti- 
ful, and  relied  much  upon  her  grace,  elegance  and 
display.  Emmie  was  much  plainer,  more  matter- 
of-fact  and  had  seemingly  little  to  entitle  her  to  com- 
pete with  her  proud  opponent.  In  course  of  time 
the  gentleman  called  upon  each.  Ruby  delayed  him 
half  an  hour  or  more  dressing,  and  came  down  richly, 
superbly  arrayed,  in  silk,  velvet  and  diamonds. 
Emmie  he  found  already  in  the  parlor,  with  mamma 
and  the  boys,  singing ;  neat,  tidy,  fixed.  The  con- 
trast was  significant,  the  conclusion  satisfactory,  for 
to-day,  as  Mrs.  Judge  K.,  Emmie,  with  the  same 
pleasing  simplicity,  gentle  order  and  winning  readi- 
ness, receives  and  greets  him.  It  is  a  great  mistake, 
a  too  lavish,  profuse,  extreme  devotion  to  dress  ;  it 
repels  and  forbids  many  worthy  young  men,  over- 
taxes, involves  many  fond,  indulgent  fathers,  op- 
presses, ruins  many  lenient,  forbearing  husbands. 

'*  We  sacrifice  to  dress  till  household  joys 

And  comforts  cease.     Dress  drains  our  cellars  dry, 
And  keeps  our  larders  lean  ;  puts  out  our  fires, 
And  introduces  hunger,  frost  and  woe 
Where  peace  and  hospitality  might  reign." 
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Wednesday,  April  25. — ''A  physiologocal  society 
to  be  established  in  our  midst  under  the  auspices  of 
the  ladies."  Just  the  thing  we  need  if  properly  and 
intelligently  conducted. 

I  must  confess  I  do  not  feel  that  security  and  con- 
fidence in  our  doctresses,  professoresses  (pardon  bung- 
ling, feminine  suffixes)  which  probably  courtesy  de- 
mands of  me. 

I  accede  to  them  delicacy,  ability  and  even  credita- 
ble proficiency,  yet  with  all,  experience  a  mistrust. 
Some  how  I  feel  it  is  out  of  the  province  of  woman. 
Let  our  men,  as  in  the  primeval  ages,  be  our  Esculapii 
and  Cincinnati,  while  our  women  perform  the  more 
tender  offices  of  Salus  and  the  more  loving  duties  of 
the  gentle  graces,  be  indeed  domestic  divinities,  home 
deities.  But  it  were  important  all  mothers  should 
understand  the  physical  and  mental  organism  of  the 
human  system,  the  laws  of  Hygeia. 

We  often  err  from  ignorance  and  oftener  still  from 
timidity ;  only  last  night  I  was  with  a  young  mother 
whose  babe,  teething,  ''had  been  unaccountably 
firetful  all  day ;"  to  quiet  it  she  had  unwisely  indulged 
it  too  freely ;  nature  rebelling  at  the  violation,  restless- 
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ness,  fever  set  in  ;  alarmed  she  dispatched  a  messenger 
post  haste  for  a  physician,  simultaneously  a  neighbor 
too  was  summoned,  who  advised  a  mild  emetic  which 
was  administered  with  magical  effect,  and  when  Dr. 
arrived  he  found  his  little  patient  sweetly  sleeping. 
A  few  powders,  however,  were  necessary.  Mr.  N., 
the  father,  came  in  during  the  excitement,  gone  all 
day,  dispirited,  hadn't  made  a  dollar,  and  had  to  pay 
Dr.  K.  two  and  Mr.  P.,  the  druggist,  25  cents,  all  of 
which  might  have  been  saved  if  the  mother  had  only 
known  it. 


Friday,  April  27. — Spent  the  day  in  company 
with  Nellie  G.,  still  pretty,  but  has  lost  much  of  her 
wonted  sprightliness  and  vivacity.  How  yea,  nay, 
listless  and  dead  she  seems.  She  called  Charlie  (dear, 
good,  old  honest  Charlie,  worthy  a  happier  fate)  Mr. 
G. ,  so  coldly  and  stiffly  some  one  present  asked  her 
if  she  meant  his  older  brother.  And  when  about  to 
leave,    Mrs.    M.,    our   hostess    insisted,   I    thought, 
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almost  ironically,  not  to  be  in  a  hurry.  "  I  have  to," 
was  the  laconic  reply.  What  a  strange,  unnatural 
impetus,  and  yet  it  seems  to  propel  her  whole  life ;  no 
will,  no  option,  no  loving,  gentle  counterforce,  only 
stern  imperative  duty.  * '  Truly  God  has  given  her 
strength."  She  has  been  faithful,  yet  her  life  is  a 
barren  warp,  with  no  golden  woof  or  silver  threads  to 
weave  the  bright,  cheery  fabric  of  happiness. 

Ned  incidentally  referred  to  some  well  remembered 
bye  gone,  invited  her  to  review  with  him  the  old  album. 
Ah,  we  shall  never  forget  the  painful  expression, 
quick  embarrassed  flush,  drooping  lid,  quiet  evasion, 
tell  tale  "  Don't!  "  so  like  perchance  its  synonym,  ^'  I 
have  to." 

And,  maneuvering  mother,  this  is  one  of  your  made 
matches ;  you  thought  to  fill  the  void  created  by  the 
demolition  of  the  heart's  idol  with  other,  stranger  wor- 
ship, wealth,  position ;  these  wily  gods  would  find  in 
the  young,  impressible  girl,  a  ready  devotee.  How 
sadly  mistaken,  how  fearfully  disappointed.  ''God, 
the  best  maker  of  all  marriages." 


no  DAY    IN    AND    DAY    OUT. 

Sunday,  April  *  *— Attended  Calvary  Church  in 
the  morning.  It  is  a  strange,  unique  specimen  of 
architecture,  presenting  a  decidedly  rustic  appear- 
ance without,  and  with  its  large,  conspicuous  paint- 
ings, rich  chancel,  handsome  altar  and  costly  adorn- 
ments, a  stately,  artistic  view  within.  Bishop  Dudley 
preached  a  wonderfully  charming  sermon  from  the 
text,  "Finally,  my  brethren,  be  strong  in  the  Lord," 
pending  the  whole  stress  and  power  upon  the  little 
word  in  the  Lord,  adducing  the  angler's  trophy  as  an 
illustration.  Removed  from  its  native  element  for 
awhile,  almost  an  incredible  length  of  time,  its 
fund  of  vitality  and  strength  subserves  it,  but  event- 
ually, after  repeated  ineffectual  efforts,  violent  strug- 
gles, it  flounders  and  dies ;  and  so  the  bright- 
winged  butterfly  or  golden-hued  insect  placed  beneath 
the  clear,  glittering  bell-glass  or  receiver  deprived  of 
air,  its  vivifying,  life-giving  power;  at  first  pleased, 
excited  at  its  new,  strange  surroundings,  it  flits 
and  bounds  gaily,  gleefully  about,  until  respiration 
ceases,  life  is  extinct  and  it  is  dead.  Bishop  D.  is 
comparatively  a  young  man,  with  a  quiet,  dig- 
nified air,  well  becoming  his  distinguished  office.      I 
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had  heard  he  was  a  learned  man,  yet  prosy  and  unin- 
teresting, but  I  found  him  persuasive,  winning,  elo- 
quent, his  language  choice,  fluent,  ardent ;  his  con- 
ceptions grand,  vivid  and  clear  ;  his  representations 
strong,  vigorous ;  his  thoughts  animated,  spirited ; 
his  delivery  pleasing,  graceful,  and  withal  so  plain 
and  simple  that  I  have  rarely  heard  a  discourse  which 
impressed  me  more  agreeably  or  deeply. 


Monday,  April  30. — The  great  Brooklyn  divine, 
hero  and  demi-God  preached  here  yesterday,  and  lec- 
tures to-night.  We  feel  almost  daring  enough  to 
venture  the  exclamation,  What  presumption  !  And 
yet  that  little  comi-tragical  episode  in  which  he 
figured  so  conspicuously  seems  only  to  give  him 
greater  prestige,  increased  importance,  excite  the  in- 
terest and  curiosity  of  the  people  and  attract  more 
immese  crowds.  I  heard  him  many  years  ago  when 
he  was  in  the  ascendancy,  in  the  flush  and  pride  of 
triumph,  the  zenith  of  his  glory,   when  he   electrified 
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every  hearer,  held  every  heart  spellbound  by  his  earn- 
estness, vehemence,  genuineness.  ' '  Before  we  knew 
that  time  would  fling  one  shadow  o'er  his  happy 
fame."  Then  his  lecture  was  a  rich  museum  or  col- 
lection of  luring  thoughts,  dazzling  quartz,  glittering 
brilliants,  sparkling  crystals.  To-day  he  shines  in  the 
galaxy  of  great  men  as  conspicuously,  but  with  a 
dazed,  false  splendor. 


MAY. 

"Then  May,  the  nymph  divine, 

With  shoulders  white  as  curds, 
O'ercanopied  by  caresses 

Of  butterflies  and  of  birds." 

Tuesday,  May  i. — How  delightful  at  times,  though 
in  the  world  not  to  be  of  the  world,  enchanted,  be- 
witched, spirited  away  from  its  cares,  vexations,  whir 
and  bustle,  beguiled  by  the  sunlight  and  joyousness 
of  innocence  and  mirth,  forget  its  dearth,  darkness 
and  shadows.  So  must  every  one  have  felt  to-day 
who  enjoyed  the  celebration  at  the  Blind  Asylum. 
A  May  party,  an  old,  time-honored  festival !  Yet 
the  role  of  the  one  to-day  was  so  original  it  imparted 
all  the  freshness  and  novelty  of  something  new.  The 
gentle  fairy  queen,  her  majesty,  the  lovely  May 
queen,  roguish  elfs,  maids  of  honor ;  the  songs,  * '  Ha#l 
the  Queen,"  *'  Hark  !  what  mystic  sounds?"  *'  May 
Bells,"  ''Dreamland,"  was  truly  entrancing.  Under 
the  sway  of  love  and  beauty,  the  ruling  sprites  of  the 
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hour,  our  hearts  were  filled  with  praise  and  adoration 
to  Him  who  so  mercifully  tempers  the  storm  to  the 
shorn  lamb,  maketh  the  dumb  to  speak,  the  blind  to 
see,  the  lame  to  walk  and  the  hearts  of  them  all  to  re- 
joice and  be  glad. 

At  night  the  illumination  in  honor  of  the  release  of 
Louisiana  and  South  Carolina.  What  a  jam  !  What 
a  joUification  !  What  a  blaze  !  Such  a  general,  uni- 
versal huzzaing,  shouting,  music  and  peals  of  laughter. 
I  never  witnessed  any  thing  like  it  before  in  Louis- 
ville. The  darkies  entered  into  the  scene  with  their 
usual  gusto.  Didn't  zactly  understand  it,  but  as 
glad  as  any  body,  happy  in  the  assurance  that  it 
guaranteed  them  the  right  to  be  there  at  all ! 

Ha  !  ha  !  ha !  Shake  hands  and  jostle  indiscrimi- 
nately. 

An  old,  ebon  sage,  gravely  discoursing  upon  the 
times,  suggested  to  a  gaping  audience  of  three  :  "I 
'spect  Massa  Hays  was  mitting  back  the  bellion 
States  in  the  Union." 

''  Hurrah  !  "  chimed  one  of  his  enlightened  hearers. 

"Then  it  was  a  blessed  spensation  he  was  lowed  to 
get  in."     Don't  you  think  so,  brethern  ? 
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Monday,  May  7. — Was  introduced  to-day  to  a  fair 
young  girl,  scarce  eighteen.  How  strangely  the 
melancholy  of  her  pale  face,  the  sorrow  of  her  great, 
sad  eyes,  the  cadence  of  her  soft,  mellow  voice,  the 
quiet  and  stillness  of  her  gentle  manner  impressed 
me.  Beautiful  but  frail,  young  but  fleeting.  How 
tragical  and  painful  the  heart's  history  of  her  young 
life  ;  guileless,  impulsive,  ardent,  trusting,  implicitly, 
unreservedly,  she  had  offered  upon  the  shrine  of  hu- 
man affections  her  purest,  truest  love,  and  been  de- 
ceived. A  large  circle  of  anxious  friends  surround 
her ;  luxury  and  ease  present  their  luring  blandish- 
ments ;  gaiety  and  mirth  would  fain  entice,  and  pride 
bid  her  dissipate  her  grief,  but  she  seems  lost,  as  in  a 
sad  reverie,  all  unconscious  of  the  bustling,  stirring 
world  without.  Hope  is  dead  ;  life  is  waning.  As 
the  worm,  gnawing  at  the  tender  roots  of  the  luxu- 
riant plant,  destroys  its  life-giving  sap,  and  it  droops 
and  dies,  so  she,  so  lately  radiant  and  buoyant  with 
the  flush  of  health  and  spirit,  must  fade,  and  perish. 

"  Man's  love  is  of  man's  life  a  thing,  a  part ; 
'Tis  woman's  whole  existence." 

Ah  !   gay  deluder,  foul  deceiver,  look  !   look  again  ! 

H 
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at  the  ruin  thou  hast  wrought.  And  when  you  gather 
up  this  pure,  white  pennant  and  place  it  exultingly 
amid  your  other  trophies,  remember  it  marks  you  the 
coward.  It  may  be  well,  though ;  as  a  gleaming  shaft, 
glittering  monument  covers  crumbling  ashes,  ' '  They 
are  blessed  that  sleep." 


Friday,  May  ii. — A  night  and  a  day  with  a  young 
mother  with  her  first  baby,  and  how  engrossing  and 
entertaining  !  Ella  B.,  married  four  years,  and  Wil- 
liam Henry,  alias  Him,  He,  and  so  forth,  is  a  ''fine 
boy,"  weighing  six  pounds,  with  sharp,  knowing  eyes,  a 
profusion  of  dark  hair,  large,  preponderate  brain, 
slight  features  ;  little  but  auld.  Has  full,  capacious 
lungs,  can  holler,  and  is  addicted  to  spells.  Keeps 
the  whole  house  in  waiting  and  commotion  until  ten 
or  eleven  every  night.  Grand  papa  gets  up,  peeps  in 
anxiously  to  inquire,  "What  ails  the  little  man?" 
Aunt  Jennie  excuses  herself  from  the  parlor  "just 
a  moment,"  to  know  "  if  anything  alarming  or  unu- 
sual is  the  matter?"     Aunt    Chloe,  the    old    cook, 
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chores  done  up,  seeks  admittance  into  the  council- 
chamber,  and  with  grave  importance,  proffers  her 
pinions  in  point  of  order.  Sally  and  Ned,  the  recently- 
created  Auntie  and  Uncle,  stand  in  eager,  mute  won- 
derment, and  Papa,  assuming  a  perfect  nonchalance 
of  the  whole  affair,  slyly  peers  over  his  paper,  amused 
and  pleased  at  the  ''fiiss,"  while  Grandma,  mama  and 
nurse,  the  wise  triiwiviri,  solemnly  assure  them 
''nothing  but  the  colic,"  and  patiently,  heroically  tug 
away — vigorously  pat,  jolt  and  trot — vehmently  Hush 
a  bye.  Perseveringly  heat  flannels,  toasts  his  toodies, 
place  him  and  replace  upon  his  "tomack,"  energetic- 
ally prepare  and  forcibly  administer  catnip  tea,  sooth- 
ing syrup,  toddy,  cammomile,  pepper  mint,  and  pare- 
goric. Exhausting  the  whole  vocabulary  of  known  rem- 
edies before  they  subdue  his  imperious  will.  Then  he 
is  snugly  folded  in  his  fleecy  blanket;  the  confusion 
subsides  his  worn-out  retinue,  retire  and  he  sleeps. 
In  the  morning  the  interest  and  excitement  is  re- 
newed ;  the  early  frolic,  the  bath,  the  wonderful 
toilet,  with  its  various  and  engaging  manipulations  ; 
the  morning  nap,  the  shooing  and  keeping  every  thing 
still,   his  afternoon  siesta,   subsequent  dose,  the  in- 
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terim  filled  up  with   the   pleasing   little   interludes   of 
"  Whom  he  is  like,"  '*  How  sweet  and  cunning   he 
is,"  ''How  smart  and  precocious!  "  his  promised  pres- 
ents, his  prospective  new  wardrobe  of  short  clothes 
his  projected  christening,  etc.,  and  the  day  wanes. 


Tuesday,  May  15. — M.'s  wedding  day  !  For  her 
sake  I  wish  it  were  clearer  and  brighter.  We  are 
prone,  all  of  us,  to  be  a  wee  bit  superstitious  about 
such  things,  but  wisdom  bids  a  truce  to  such  folly, 
declares  all  omens  and  signs  contingent. 

When  L.  G.,  the  gay,  light-hearted,  whole-souled 
L.  was  married,  while  we  stood  about  her,  busily,  lov- 
ingly assisting  in  the  toilet,  arranging  the  heavy  folds 
of  her  rich  silk,  binding  her  soft  braids,  intertwining 
the  orange  blossoms,  looping  the  mystic  veil,  placing 
the  glittering  pearls,  approving,  admiring,  bantering, 
some  one  entered  and  abruptly  announced  *'it  s 
raining."  "Is  it?"  she  naively  asked;  then  with 
a  mischievous  twinkle  and  merry  laugh,  so  pecu- 
liarly her  own,  added,  "but  behind  the  clouds  the  sun 
is  shining." 
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To-day  we  had  a  quiet  wedding.  M.  looked  as 
fresh  and  sweet  as  an  early  rose  in  her  simple  traveling 
suit  of  silver  gray,  lit  up  with  the  inimitable  love-blue, 
her  fair  brow,  around  which  clustered  nature's  own 
witching  beau-catchers  of  the  brightest,  auburn  brown; 
the  pale  roseate  flush,  the  timid  droop  of  her  tender 
eye,  with  a  strangly  peaceful  repose,  calm,  love-light 
expression,  charming  gravity  ot  purpose  and  deter- 
mination, as  if  she  herself  had  made  the  choice.  She 
made  a  beautiful  bride.  In  her  purity  and  loveli- 
ness, a  very  Margarite. 

The   groom,    some  years   her  senior,  with   a 

young  face  and  younger  heart  smiled  benignly  in 
thanks  for  his  good  fortune.  His  complacent  self- 
satisfied  air  was  gratifying  and  assuring. 

Later  in  the  afternoon  it  rained  hard;  then  the  dark 
pall  rolled  back,  the  gladdening  sunshine  came  forth 
in  all  its  beauty  and  grandeur  ;  the  day  set  in  a  bright, 
glorious  calm.  An  earnest,  we  trust,  of  the  peace 
and  happiness  of  our  young  friend. 
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Thursday,  May  17. — Glanced  over  morning  paper; 
had  just  finished  Mr.  C.'s  able,  ingenious  defense  of 
Mr.  W.,  '*  acquitted."  No  censure,  no  forfeit,  no 
reparation;  "mid  the  congratulation  of  friends  he 
walked  out  of  the  court-house  a  free  and  happy  man," 
and  was  musing.      **  Relentless  world:  " 

*'  Swifter  and  swifter  day  by  day, 

Down  Time's  unquiet  current  hurl'd, 

Thou  passest  on  thy  restless  way, 
Tumultuous  and  unstable  world  !  " 


Thou  passest  on,  and  with  thee  go 
The  loves  of  youth,  the  cares  of  age  ; 

And  smiles  and  tears,  and  joy  and  woe, 
Are  on  thy  history's  troubled  page  ! 

When  Georgie  M.  was  announced,  with  an  invita- 
tion from  his  mamma  to  spend  the  day ;  glad  of  some 
exit,  I  accepted. 

"It  takes  a  great  many  people  to  make  a  world, 
and  no  two  are  just  alike." 

What  an  ever  varying,  charming  little  lady  Mrs.  M. 
is,  piquant  in  style,  with  rather  plain  features,  yet 
bright  and  attractive,  grave  and  demure  at  times, 
then  sprightly  and  vivacious  ;  American,  yet  decidedly 
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Frenchy;  easy,  natural,  yet  punctilious  and  ceremon- 
ious ;  cordial,  yet  so  far  and  no  farther  ;  a  professional 
economist,  yet  a  habitual  spendthrift ;  close  and  cal- 
culating, yet  lavish  and  profuse.  Our  acquaintance 
with  her  inner  life  hardly  justifies  an  emphatic  en- 
conium,  yet  we  feel  grateful  for  the  agreeable  com- 
pound, the  pleasing  variety — admire  her  rich  intelli- 
gence, enjoy  the  life  and  spirit  of  her  conversations, 
wonder  at  her  peculiar  grace  and  elegance  of  manner, 
acknowledge  her  subtle  power  and  force. 

What  a  talent,  what  a  gift,  to  posses  this  ability  to 
win,  influence,  sway  others.      *'Born  to  rule." 

''Is  it  put  to  the  exchangers  that  at  the  coming  of 
the  Lord  He  may  receive  His  own  with  usury  or  not? 

Like  all  women  though,  she  has  a  penchant  for 
pretty  things  and  muchness  of  them,  too;  showed 
me  an  outfit  for  a  young  daughter,  at  school,  just 
one  item  !  five  fans,  a  blue,  a  cardinal,  a  gilt,  a  brown 
and  a  daintier  and  more  costly  one  of  white.  With 
her  usual  tact  and  ready  discernment  she  urged  this 
were  not  extravagance.  ' '  For  if  those  who  have  the 
money  don't  buy,  and  those  who  have  not  can't, 
where  the  labor  of  the  manufactories,  industries  and 
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enterprises  of  our  country?"  And  strangely  enough, 
at  the  time,  I  was  misled  by  her  sophistry  and  mis- 
taken logic. 

Wished  I  could  have  had  the  opportunity  to  exer- 
cise my  philanthropy  and  benevolence  thus,  still  I 
felt  sure  I  would  not  exceed  two  fans  for  myself  any- 
how. 


Monday,  May  21. — Just  in  from  the  country.  How 
grateful  and  invigorating  the  pure,  fresh  air  ;  how  at- 
tractive the  bright,  green  garbage  of  May ;  how  in- 
viting the  wild  woods,  the  cooling  springs ;  how 
tempting  and  appetizing  the  rich  cow's  milk,  golden 
butter,  new-laid  eggs,  snowy  cottage  cheese,  \vith  real 
cream,  sweet  country  ham,  fleecy  home-made  bread. 
We  felt  very  much  like  the  little  boy  who,  recently, 
going  out  from  the  close,  coal-dust  city  into  the  coun- 
try to  spend  a  few  days,  in  ecstacy  and  delight  ex- 
claimed, '*0h!  ain't  it  nice  and  clean;  let's  take  it 
home  with  us,  mamma,  put  it  in  our  room  and  let  the 
window  down  so  it  can't  get  out."  And  yet  we  note 
a  growing   aversion  to  the  country ;  its   beauty,   its 
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quiet,  its  comforts  and  independence  are  ignored,  de- 
spised— offer  no  inducements  or  incentives  compared 
to  the  bustling,  gay,  exciting  city.  A  young  lady 
we  heard  recently  decline  an  invitation  to  visit  a 
friend  in  the  country,  "Oh,  I  beHeve  I  would  actually 
die  if  I  had  to  stay  out  there  a  whole  week,  it  is  so 
insufferably  dull  and  stupid;"  and  only  yesterday  a 
pitiable  object  was  here,  ostensibly  in  quest  of  a 
home,  but  indeed  to  beg,  ragged,  thinly  clad,  with 
pale,  ashy  visage:  "  Does  you  know  of  any  one  who 
wants  a  girl?"  When  I  told  her  of  a  place  in  the 
country,  with  a  broad,  sardonic  grin  she  quickly 
replied,  "Oh,  no  ma'm;  I've  tried  that  and  its  too 
lonesome."  And  a  wife  we  know  whose  husband  has 
a  fine,  rich  farm  lying  idle,  refuses  to  be  buried  alive 
in  the  backwoods  and  work  herself  to  death.  So  it 
is  so  many  are  flocking  to  the  city,  overcrowding  its 
limits,  overstocking  its  mart  of  business,  with  little 
to  do  and  less  to  eat,  while  the  fields  remain  untilled, 
a  waste.  Dull  and  stupid  for  the  girls,  lonesome  for 
the  help,  hard  on  the  women,  discouraging  to  the 
men.  Can  ye  discern  the  face  of  the  sky  and  yet  not 
detect  in  this  one  of  the  signs  of  the  times. 
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Thursday,  May  24. — The  red  flag  floats,  the  bell 
rings  dolorously,  a  crowd  from  the  highway  and 
hedges  gather  in  to  the  *'sale" — **  auction."  I  have 
always  felt  a  repugnance,  a  horror  to  handle  the  goods 
and  chattels  of  the  dead,  and  with  a  cold,  calculating 
speculation  bid  on  them.  But  to-day  an  undefinable 
awe,  something  akin  to  superstition,  possessed  me. 
Poor  Mrs.  M.  had  lived  among,  mingled  and  asso- 
ciated with  the  things  about  her,  until  to  me,  from 
the  stately  bedstead,  old  fashioned,  upright  chairs, 
erect  book-case,  with  its  quaint,  musty  volumes,  the 
casket  of  choice  shells,  the  polished  silver,  to  the 
multiform  quilts,  antique  wing  and  defty  bunch  of 
feathers,  bore  her  impress.  Proud  and  vindictive  in 
life,  relentless  in  death,  she  had  few  friends. 

"Alone,"  isolated,  exclusive,  she  had  become  sel- 
fish and  morose,  repelling  the  young,  repulsing  the 
old.  How  hard  to  realize  this  bold,  self-reliant,  self- 
sufflcient  woman,  with  her  rigid,  unflinching  ideas  of 
rectitude,  unswerving  integrity  of  character,  almost 
masculine  mind  and  vast  attainments  ;  chilling  dignity 
and  hauteur  of  manner,  being  brought  under  subjec- 
tion,   forced  to  relinquish  her  tenure  upon  life,  give 
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up  the  pebbles  she  had  gathered  upon  the  seashore 
of  Time;  her  treasures  she  had  so  carefully  kept  and 
jealously  guarded  becoming  the  heritage  of  strangers 

"Nothing  can  we  call  our  own  but  death."  Thus 
was  I  philosophizing  when  the  stentorian  voice  and 
loud  knuckle  of  the  auctioneer  called  me  to  order 

What  a  crowd !  What  confusion  !  What  strife  ! 
What  emulation  and  competition,  dding  and  coun- 
ter-bidding. For  three  hours  or  more  the  commo- 
tion and  interest  continued  unabated.  Among  a  few 
cousins,  relicts  of  the  deceased,  a  spirit  of  rivalry  ex- 
isted, and  they  bid  irrespective  of  value  or  worth. 
The  shrewd  vendue  master,  noting  the  drift,  winked 
and  hoodwinked  them  into  running  the  old,  time- 
worn  articles  up  to  the  most  fabulous  prices.  Great 
excitement  prevailed,  considerable  pique  and  chagrin. 
Mrs.  N.,  as  generalissimo,  with  Mrs.  B.  as  adjutant, 
selected,  arranged,  manouevered,  managed  and  con- 
trolled the  whole  affair — the  people  assembled  but 
spectators.  I  could  not  forbear  the  thought,  if  Mrs. 
M.'s  sharp  eyes  could  witness  the  scene  of  confusion 
and  trickery,  what  a  witherng,  scathing  glance  of  de- 
nunciation and  reproof  she  would  cast. 
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Tired,  hungry,  disgusted,  I  unequivocably  pro- 
nounced the  whole  thing  a  humbug  !  Auctions  al- 
ways are.  For  who  ever  attended  one  that  ever  felt 
satisfied;  didn't  wish  when  he  got  home  he  had  his 
money  back;  a  mutilated  mirror,  cracked  dish,  broken 
table,  rusty  tins,  and  the  only  article  a  bargain  at  all, 
by  some  mistake,  chicanery  or  otherwise  wa- 
dotted  irrevocably  down  to  one  of  the  invincible 
cousins. 


Saturday,  May  26. — Have  just  been  to  see  Ella 
H.,  who,  upon  the  advent  of  another  little  one,  con- 
gratulates herself,  "It's  not  a  boy."  While  there 
Mrs.  M.  and  K.,  neighbors,  dropped  in.  After  the 
customary  introductions  and  salutations,  the  all-ab- 
sorbing, interesting  theme,  "  Boys  or  girls,"  was  in- 
troduced. Mrs.  M.  declared  that  she  had  three  girls 
and  one  boy,  and  her  one  boy  was  six  times  more 
trouble  than  all  her  girls  put  together;  indeed,  she 
would  rather  have  six  girls  to  manage  any  day  than 
one  boy. 
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I  wondered  really  if  she  would  be  willing  to  test 
this  problem. 

Mrs.  K.  expressed  herself  as  very  thankful  she  had 
no  boys,  all  her's,  five,  were  girls.  Boys  were  such 
a  responsibility.  Five  girls  !  and  she  may  yet  realize 
they  are  no  light  burden  or  care. 

Why  these  plaints  against  our  boys?  Why  so 
little  sympathy  and  extenuation  of  their  faults  ?  So 
little  tenderness  and  consideration  for  them  any  way. 
So  often  wounded,  repulsed  and  made  to  feel  they 
are  ''horrid  nuisances.  '  Put  off  with  the  refuse,  odds 
and  ends,  wornout-brush,  dilapidated  comb,  ill-mated 
bowl  and  pitcher,  faded  rug,  ragged  carpet,  etc. 
Good  enough  for  the  boys.  Has  it  always  been  so  ? 
Is  it  the  experience  of  every  mother  now  ?  Boys, 
restless,  mischievous,  boisterous,  even  rough  and  un- 
couth, ntust  be  so  to  be  boys  ;  'tis  their  nature  and, 
though  strange,  these  very  inherent  qualities,  seem- 
ingly so  adverse,  form  indeed  the  essential  elements  of 
a  bold,  vigorous,  manly  development.  Then  we  should 
be  guarded  how  we  curb  their  fiery  spirits,  restrain 
their  strong,  imperious  wills,  discipline  their  active, 
roving  minds,  train  their  tender,  impressible  hearts.   A 
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few  mornings  ago  we  asked  a  bright,  manly-looking 
little  fellow  passing  ''Why  he  went  to  school  so 
early  ?  "  ' '  Because  mamma  told  me  she  wanted  me  to 
get  out  of  her  sight."  At  first  we  were  ready  to 
condemn  the  boy,  think  him  very  naughty  to  have  to 
be  thus  dismissed  ;  but  upon  reflection  might  not  the 
mother  be  to  blame  ?  Nervous,  cross,  petulant,  an- 
noyed at  some  little  childish  misdemeanor,  or  heed- 
lessness, provoked,  perhaps,  at  some  boyish  prank 
or  freak,  she  harshly  drives  him  off  a  half  hour  or  more 
before  school  to  loiter  about  idly,  or  even  worse,  seek 
the  companionship  of  bad  boys.  So,  as  he  grows  older, 
home  will  become  unattractive  and  distasteful,  and 
mamma,  eager  then  to  hold  her  boy ;  can  not,  he  has 
kept  out  of  her  sight  until  he  feels  unnatural  and  un- 
comfortable to  remain  long  at  a  time  with  her;  still 
saunters  about  idly  or  finds  more  congenial  company. 
Ah  !  mothers,  ours  is  a  sacred  trust.  Boys  are  a 
responsibility,  and  so  are  girls.  Boys  may,  I  own, 
be  more  unmanageable,  elude  us  oftener,  try  our  pa- 
tience more  sorely,  tax  our  time  and  strength  more 
closely,  patching,  mending  and  darning  their  pro- 
truding knees,  sharp  elbows  and  incorrigible  pockets,. 


DAY    IN    AND    DAY    OUT.  135 

cleaning  and  putting  to  rights  after  them.  Yet  how 
we  would  miss  these  labors  of  love;  how  lonesome 
and  quiet  every  thing  would  seem  without  our  noisy, 
rollicksome,  teasing,  tormenting  boys.  Let  us  keep 
them  near  us,  draw  them  more  closely  into  our  hearts. 
Teach  them  to  love  God,  love  us,  love  home,  and  we 
need  not  fear  the  responsibility.  Always  our  boys, 
yet  as  men  a  blessing  to  society,  a  comfort  and  joy 
to  us,  an  honor,  a  glory  to  both.  "Boys  must  be 
boys,"  and  so  let  them  be. 


Tuesday,  May  29. — Races  closed.  "Ten  Broeck, 
the  grandest  horse  that  ever  pressed  turf!  "  *'  I 
would  rather  be  Harper  than  any  living  man ! " 
"  If  I  owned  Ten  Broeck  I  would  be  the  proud- 
est man  on  earth!"  "Three  twenty-nine  and 
one  half — just  to  think  of  it !  How  the  heart 
of  every  true  Kentuckian  should  thrill  with  pride 
and  pleasure!"  What  enthusiasm!  What  ex- 
citement prevails !  Racing  an  '  *  amusement, "  forsooth 
a    desideratum,    encourages  a   liberal   spirit,   invites 
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commerce  and  trade,  inspires  emulation  and  compe- 
tition, cultivates  a  love  and  taste  for  fine  horses,  af- 
fords an  opportunity  to  their  owners  to  display  them 
to  advantage,  furnishes  the  overtaxed  clerk,  appren- 
tice and  laborer  a  respite.  As  a  public  enterprise, 
all  good,  law-abiding,  patriotic  citizens  should  heartily 
endorse  and  approve  it,  and  any  anti-movements  or 
protests  must  be  regarded  by  the  great  prevailing  pro- 
element,  the  resistless  tide,  the  masses,  as  scrupulous, 
squeamish,  righteous,  over  much.  Derby  Day  (the 
24th)  ;  how  aristocratic,  distingue,  imported,  anglice  ! 
Derby  Day,  proclaimed  by  our  chief  municipal  au- 
thority a  public  holiday  and  jubilee — 5,OCO  present; 
some  of  our  biggest  and  most  influential  men,  gayest, 
most  fashionably,  dressed  ladies. 

Our  girls,  our  boys,  our  children  all  wild  over  Derby 
Day.  Well  may  our  city  fathers  congratulate  them- 
selves upon  the  success  of  their  experiment  and  the 
pros  chuckle  over  the  cons.  Money  has  fiowed  in 
and  flowed  out ;  a  great  many  strangers  from  a  dis- 
tance have  visited  our  city ;  its  beauties,  its  advantages, 
its  capacities,  its  facilities,  have  all  been  strongly  ad- 
vertised.     And  only  a  few  unpleasant  episodes  to  mar 
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the  general  hilarity  and  fun.  Some  petty  altercations, 
a  few  insignificant  fracases,  a  shooting  match  or  two, 
a  dozen  or  so  foolish  and  rash  enough  to  wager  their 
all  and  lose,  some  high-toned  gentlemanly  braggado- 
cio, a  little  harmless  bantering,  innocent  cursing  and 
swearing,  and  this,  perhaps,  is  all ;  still  only  a  feather 
in  the  balance  to  the  exceeding  benefits,  but  a  tithe 
to  the  importance  and  consequence  acquired  "  at 
home  "  and  the  celebrit>'  and  notoriety  abroad.. 


Wednesday,  May  30. — Decoration  of  the  Federal 
graves !  "  Big  cannon  under  stars  and  stripes  tastily 
wreathed,  the  stafif  richly  ornamented,  a  large  crowd 
with  a  profusion  of  choice  flowers,  an  elaborate,  ap- 
propriate speech  all  in  honor  of  their  sleeping  dead. 
'  *  It  was  an  interesting  occasion,  happy  affair,  partak- 
ing much  of  the  eclat  and  patriotism  of  other  days." 

One,  a  rebel,  the  old  man  I  had  observed  so 
active  in  last  Saturday's  demonstration,  quietly,  un- 
obtrusively stole  around  and  laid  upon  a  green  mound, 
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the  grave  of  an  enemy,  a  simple  white  bud,  with  its 
meaning,  with  its  significance  of  course.  What  a 
noble  tribute,  what  a  tender  peace  offering,  the  strife 
forgotten,  the  union  restored. 

In  striking  contrast  was  the  display  upon  the  26th. 
Only  a  few  of  the  faithful  out;  only  a  few  flowers 
strewn  ;  no  speech  ;  no  flag  waved ;  a  sad,  melancholy 
scene.  One  thoughtful  friend,  a  lady,  clad  in  the 
chaste  habiliments  of  mourning,  with  a  sweet,  sad 
face,  carried  a  basket  of  fresh  ivy  leaves  and  glowing 
myrtle,  interspersed  with  the  tiny  spar  and  humble 
spirea;  these  she  gently  twined  into  wreaths  and 
tenderly  laid  here  and  there.  When  the  last  leaf  was 
adjusted,  her  labor  of  mercy  performed,  she  turned 
and  whispered  to  me  softly,  kindly,  ''Somebody's 
darhngs."     Could  it  be  she,  too,  was  an  enemy? 

Sorrowful  reflection,  "Somebody's darlings."  Yes, 
*'  Our  boys,"  of  whom  once  we  were  so  fond  and 
proud,  lie  almost  forgotten  and  neglected. 
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Thursday,  May  31. — A  church  festival !  How  en- 
chanting and  bewildering.  Big  dolls,  little  dolls,  wax 
dolls  and  all  sorts  of  dolls,  fancy  tidies,  cunning  darn- 
ing-bags, cute  baby  socks,  with  its  sundry  and  other 
dainty  paraphernalia;  jingling  reins,  gaudy  cushions, 
bright  catch-alls,  and  innumerable,  ingenious  devices  to 
attract  and  win  favor  ;  their  value  all  enhanced  double, 
triple,  quadruple  by  the  honored  association  and  mis- 
sion. Then  the  supper  table,  groaning  beneath  the 
heavy  weight  of  rich,  tempting  viands,  served  and 
dispensed  by  the  kindest  and  most  generous  matrons. 
The  refreshment  stand,  with  its  invigorating  ices, 
choice  creams,  dainty  bisque,  attended  by  the  most 
charming,  witching  Hebes,  with  their  jaunty  caps 
and  delicate  white  aprons,  so  confusing  and  confound- 
ing your  sense  of  sight,  you  can  not,  will  not  say 
**  Which  is  the  fairest  or  comeliest?"  Broadway 
Church !  Chestnut-street  Church  !  Walnut-street 
Church  !  to  all  you  are  "welcome,"  by  all  beseiged. 
We  felt  to-night  it  was  blessed  to  be  married,  for  after 
a  quiet  round  or  two,  we  were  permitted  to  take  our 
seats  and  undisturbed  take  notes. 
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I. 

A  young  man  we  have  just  spied,  ushered  suddenly 
into  the   full  blaze  and  glare,  places   his  hands  to  his 
eyes   as   if  blinded  by  the   surpassing  splendor    and 
beauty  which  greet  his  gaze  ;  unfortunately  single  and 
alone,  he  at  once  becomes  a  target  of  numberless  and 
merciless  sallies,  a  dozen  or  more  sylph-like  fairies,  fair 
Adonis  persistently  presenting  their  enticing  wares, 
gay  boiitoniers  and  rich  Havanas ;  he  refuses  as  long 
as  wise  or  prudent    Finally  Miss  Lottie's  shy  glances 
prove  irresistible  and  he   proffers  his  society,  and  she 
cordially  accepts  and  he  is  put  on  the  circuit.      Fancy 
table,  soda-fount,  post-office,  strawberries  and  cream, 
the   ceaseless    tramp  of  the    promenade,    exchanges 
posts  with  a  fellow  comrade  and   renews  the  course 
with  Cora,  tries  it  again  with  the  charming    Miss  L. 
Relieved    he    has   just    retreated    to     a    quiet    nook 
to    mentally    figure    up;    twenty-five    cents    admit- 
tance ;    ten     dollars  he    estimates    will    secure    him 
a    gentlemanly    exit;    ponders    if    it    is    not    about 
time  to   leave,    whenl^Miss   Fannie    R.    approaches, 
glittering  circular   salver,  dazzling,  black   eyes,  crim- 
son  knot,    bewildering  white  apron,  bewitching  coif- 
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fiire^  is  all  he  can  distinguish,  hardly  knows  what  she 
says,  but  thanks  her  politely  for  her  kind  attention 
and  obeys.  How  gracefully  she  seats  him  and  when  he 
orders  sherbet  for  two  with  accompaniments,  how  sur- 
prised she  looks,  how  naively  she  accepts.  He  enjoys 
it  of  course,  only  wonders  how  many  she  thus  treats, 
boldly  and  suavely  redeems  his  ticket,  resolved  to 
hold  on  to  what  is  left  for  some  dire  exigency.  Gets 
off  without  further  let  or  hinderance  and  congratu 
lates  himself  festivals  are  not  nocturnal. 

II. 

Was  partly  listener  to  a  spirited  discussion  about 
preachers.  Their  several  capacities,  merits  and  prospec- 
tive future  fame  and  glory  were  thoroughly  canvassed 
with  little  gain  or  profit,  I  thought,  for  each  one 
seemed  convinced  against  their  will  and  of  the  same 
opinion  still. 

I  was  about  to  perpetrate  something  brilliant, 
witty  or  caustic,  when  a  peep  at  the  sweet,  gentle 
face  of  dear  old  Mrs.  Guthrie,  across  the  way,  deterred 
me.  It  is  well,  as  people  grow  older,  their  feelings 
and  views  temper.      How  beautifully  charity  sheds  its 
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kindly  halo  and  mellow  light  about  her  aged  brow,  re- 
flecting,  "  But  God  giveth  the  increase." 

III. 

Saw  the  notorious  W.  H.  playing  the  agreeable  to 
the  fair  Amelia,  destined  to  figure  the  following  Sun- 
day in  his  facetious  river  column.  He  is  rather  a  hand- 
some and  altogether  wonderful  man,  active,  shrewd  and 
abounding  in  wit,  of  which  you  may  tire  as  you  would  of 
the  relics  of  a  dinner  warmed  over  and  served  the  second 
time,  may  decline  as  you  would  the  ^-ros  middling, 
wholesome,  forsooth,  but  unpalatable  and  uninviting 
to  your  fastidious  taste.  Still  very  many  read 
his  Log,  Snag,  Driftwood,  Personal  and  dread  his 
scathing  criticism,  relentless  sarcasm  and  ridicule. 
I  often  think  as  I  peruse  his  hits  of  /Esop's  famous 
fable  of  "  The  Crab  and  her  Mother." 

Said  an  old  crab  to  a  young  one,  "  Why  do  you 
walk  so  crooked  ?" 

Walk  straight !  Sequel,  with  moral,  see  Fable  LVII. 

And  yet  this  were  but  the  rugged  phase  of  his 
character,  generous,  warm  hearted,  sympathetic, 
as  our  ballad  writer  we  admire  and  appreciate  him  : 
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"Evangeline,"  "  Mollie  Darling,"  "  Write  Me  a  Let- 
ter from  Home."  What  depth  and  pathos  in  their 
simple  lines,  what  delicate  sensibility,  what  earnest- 
ness and  seriousness. 


JUNE. 

Then  June,  whose  beauties  vie 

With  the  rose's  richest  shade, 
So  sweet  as  to  set  us  dreaming 

That  a  rose  has  grown  a  maid. 

Friday,  June  i. — Dropped  in  out  of  a  shower  and 
spent  afternoon  with  Mrs.  F. ;  so  pleasant,  animated, 
polite,  with  a  peculiarly  fascinating,  gentle  earnest- 
ness, tender  warmth  and  cordiality,  and  yet  her  con- 
versation fragmentary,  desultory,  her  manner  oftimes 
abstracted,  moody;  seems,  however,  entertained  or 
absorbed,  ever  qui  vtve,  fearful,  apprehensive.  Her 
husband  came  before  I  left,  and  I  fancied  in  the  re- 
served, constrained  inclination  of  his  head  and  her 
fixed,  stated — well,  I  discerned  the  secret  cause. 
What  a  shame !  and  my  womanly  instincts  arraigned 
him  at  once  as  the  criminal.  I  had  heard  he  was 
playing  the  devoted  to  the  airy  little  widow,  Mrs.  L.; 
feigned  business  engagements  and  spent  his  evenings 
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in  her  brilliant  society,  and  I  believed  every  word  of 
it.  Like  the  girls,  I  felt  "I  despised  him!"  Since 
mentioning  the  circumstance,  with  all  its  graphic, 
glowing  details,  to  a  mutual  friend,  she  offers  a  de- 
mur, an  extenuation,  if  indeed  this  were  possible. 
"  He  had  not  always  been  so."  Nina  was  equally  as 
culpable ;  she  had  been  giddy,  thoughtless,  fretful 
and  complaining — driven  him  from  home ;  lost  her^ 
power  over  him,  and  with  all  her  sweetness  and  hu- 
mility now  was  unable  to  regain  it.  Fierce  quarrels 
had  ensued,  criminations  and  recriminations  ;  bitter 
words,  hard  to  forgive  and  harder  still  to  forget,  been 
spoken;  both  wrong  and  neither  willing  to  admit  it, 
and  so  no  amends  offered,  a  proud,  persistent  main- 
tainance  of  right  and  will  by  both  parties ;  they  be- 
come estranged,  alienated — a  repetition  of  the  folly 
of  thousands.  Will  we  never  acquire  wisdom  from 
the  experience  of  others?  No!  '' Qn(E  iwcent  do- 
cent:' 

Two  persons  of  different  temperaments,  different 
surroundings,  different  schooling,  will,  of  course,  find 
it  difficult  to  assimilate  ;  yet  what  glorious  compounds 
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or  unions  have  been   affected  from  the  most  striking 
antithesis. 

"  Let  us  no  more  contend  nor  blame 

Each  other,  blamed  enough  elsewhere,  but  strive, 
In  offices  of  love,  how  we  may  lighten 
Each  other's  burdens  in  our  share  of  woe." 


Sunday,  June  3. — Afternoon  Pope's  golden  jubilee. 
Advanced  in  years,  feeble,  many  times  dead,  he  yet 
lives  to  celebrate  the  fiftieth  year  of  his  pontificate,  a 
genial,  happy  old  man,  they  say ;  at  peace  with  him.self 
and  the  world  at  large.  Somewhat  restless  and  uneasy 
'at  times,  perhaps,  at  the  relax  of  his  temporal  power, 
yet  to-day,  as  the  spiritual  adviser  and  ruler  of  thou- 
sands, wrapt  in  the  mystic  robes  of  infallibility  and 
superiority,  he  sits  a  mitred  monarch,  receiving  the 
tribute  and  homage  of  vast  myriads  of  followers  and 
pilgrims. 

The  day  was  threatening,  but  it  did  not  rain  ;  the 
procession  was  immense — "ten  thousand  "  in  line,  the 
banners  rich,  the  display  grand.      From  many  of  our 
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houses  floated  the  Pope's  golden  colors,  blended  with 
the  imperishable  green.  Our  Catholic  Churches 
throughout  the  city  were  tastily  decorated,  but  the 
Cathedral  itself,  a  rich,  massive  building,  beautifully 
so.  One  conspicuous  attraction  was  a  life-size  por- 
trait of  Pius  IX.,  by  one  of  our  own  Kentucky 
artists,  surpassingly  good,  we  are  told,  for,  as  if  by 
inspiration,    '*he  has   caught  the  very  expression." 


Tuesday,  June  5. — Raining,  notwithstanding  Pro- 
fessor Tice's  prognostications  to  the  contrary,  but 
* '  Some  days  must  be  dark  and  dreary. ' '  How  beauti- 
ful the  glistening,  pearly  drops,  as  they  gently,  slowly 
fall,  then  pour,  purifying  and  renewing  all  nature. 

A  rainy  day !  and  comfortably  ensconsed  by  a  win- 
dow— what  an  opportunity  for  the  satirist,  humorist, 
or  graver  essayist. 

School  has  just  dismissed  ;  a  crowd  of  jubilant  boys 
and  girls  race  by  indifferent  to  its  pelting  fury ;  young 
and  buoyant,  it  is  only  sport  for  them,  they  must  en- 
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counter  many  more  furious  blasts.  There  comes  the 
old  man  with  his  dog ;  he  carries  the  same  little  tin 
bucket,  which  for  years  we  have  noticed,  and  walks ^ 
along  leisurely,  almost  defiantly,  seems  even  amused  at 
the  haste  and  stir  a  little  rain  occasions  ;  he  is  weather- 
beated,  inured;  his  sturdy,  hardy  nature,  heavy  bro- 
gans,  broad-brimmed  jimmie  and  water-proof  jeans 
fit  him  for  far  more  violent  gales.  .  Just  behind  him, 
and  stepping  very  rapidly,  is  a  gentleman  with  patent- 
leather  pumps  and  *' striped  hose,"  light  cassimere, 
glossy  beaver ;  he  carries  a  silken,  ivory-handled  um- 
brella, which  he  finds  difficult  to  manage.  A  peep 
assures  me  it  is  the  pompous,  fastidious  Mr.  W.,  un- 
used to  such  violent  exposures,  and,  being  of  a  solu- 
ble nature,  he  naturally  enough  experiences  some 
misgivings  as  to  possible  amount  of  damages  and 
salvage.  Oh,  my!  Next  is  poor  little  Mrs.  J., 
**  caught  out."  How  wofully  and  unseemly  she 
looks,  in  one  hand  carrying  the  heavy  train  of  her 
new  Knickerbocker,  leaving  the  dainty,  broidered, 
tucked,  puffed  and  ruffled  underskirt  to  the  mercy  of 
the  relentless  mud  and  slop.  In  the  other  hand  is  a 
/f/zV^  parasol,  *'to  protect  her  hat,"  but   the  winds, 
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disposed  to  laugh  and  mock  at  her  calamity,  have 
seized  both  for  a  target,  and  are  madly  sporting  with 
them.  I  saw  her  go  by  an  hour  or  two  before,  so 
stiff,  self-important  and  so  little  that  I  felt  amused. 
It  is  well  sometimes  to  realize  the  fact  that  we  are  on 
a  common  level  with  the  rest  of  mankind,  of  the 
earth,  earthly,  even  get  drenched — any  thing  to  take 
some  of  the  surplus  starch  out.  Two  doctor's  bug- 
gies, with  their  sleek  horses  and  ample  coverlids  and 
lucky  drivers,  pass  hurriedly;  a  cavalcade  of  coal 
carts,  with  their  smooty,  erect  teamsters,  rattle  by ;  a 
milk  wagon,  with  its  musing  driver  merrily  jingling 
his  bell,  waits  nonchalantly ;  a  group  of  vagrant  chil- 
dren, an  old  woman,  with  chairs  to  bottom,  and  the 
streets  are  deserted,  and  we  prepare  to  enjoy  the  quiet 
and  freedom  of  a  rainy  day. 


I. 

Wednesday,  June  6. — Large  tree  in  our  front  yard 
blew  down  this  morning.  Only  a  temperate  wind 
astir ;  some  sudden   gust   against  a  vulnerable  point 
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and  it  fell — apparently  vigorous  and  hardy,  covered 
with  rich,  heavy  foliage  and  fragrant  blossoms. 
"  Quelle  lecon pour  rJiomme,''  I  thought  as  I  beheld  it 
in  all  its  beauty  and  glory,  prostrate,  silent  monitor 
of  the  uncertainty  of  life.  What  a  light  tenure  we  hold 
upon  life  ;  in  the  freshness  and  bloom  of  health  we  are 
seized,  the  victim  of  some  fatal  malady,  and  ever  and 
anon  the  seeds  of  poison  and  disease  are  working 
stealthily  under  covert,  destroying  the  vitality,  under- 
mining, loosening  the  grip;  some  sudden  shock  and 
we  fall.      Ever 

"Our  hearts,  tho'  stout  and  brave, 

Still  like  muffled  drums  are  beating 
Funeral  marches  to  the  grave." 

II. 

At  night  attended  **  Welcome  meeting"  of  Y.  M. 
C.  A.  What  a  formidable  array  of  doctors,  lawyers, 
bankers,  professors,  mechanics,  politicians,  etc.,  all 
united  in  one  common  cause.  The  rostrum  was  ap- 
propriately decorated,  bearing  the  stars  and  stripes, 
significantly  entwined  with  the  insignia  of  Canada, 
the  whole  wreathed  with  the  glorious  evergreen,  en- 
livened with  the  cheery  flowers  of  June,  * 'Welcome," 
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^' Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul,"  gleaming  forth  as  bright 
salutations.  .  Dr.  Robinson,  in  behalf  of  our  churches, 
and  His  Honor,  Mayor  Jacob,  in  behalf  of  the  city, 
extended  a  warm  greeting,  and  most  creditably  did 
they  acquit  themselves  as  ''representatives  of  the 
known  and  the  unknown  worlds." 

The  Doctor's  speech  was  so  much  like  himself, 
grave,  in  earnest,  then  animated,  spirited,  with  the 
depth  of  thought  and  the  lighter  gushes  of  mirth  and 
good  humour,  every  one,  even  the  honorable  gentle- 
man from  Boston,  seemed  to  recognize  the  weight  of 
argument  in  favor  of  Louisville  as  **the  hub." 


Saturday,  June  9. — Met  Brother  Messick  to-day, 
pastor  of  Chestnut-street  Church.  How  truly  is  he  the 
shepherd  of  his  fold,  leader  of  his  people,  visiting  and 
laboring  with  his  own  and  for  his  master;  a  good 
scholar,  close  student,  he  digests  well  himself  what 
he  offers  to  others  as  wholesome.  We  have  met  him 
in  the  home  circle,  socially,   pleasantly,   or  tenderly 
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as  a  woman,  mingling  his  sorrow  with  our  sorrow 
in  the  loss  of  some  loved  dead.  At  the  marriage 
altar  shyly  and  coyly  as  a  maid,  yet  earnestly,  beauti- 
fully declaring  the  solemn  bonds  o  man  and  wife. 
Listened  to  him  in  the  pulpit,  at  first  nervous,  em- 
barassed,  then  warm  and  glow  with  enthusiasm  and 
zeal,  unmindful  of  every  thing  about  him,  but  he 
bears  a  grave,  an  important  message  of  love  and  par- 
don, to  a  dying  world.  One  discourse  we  recall  with 
peculiar  pleasure  and  interest.  "Is  it  well  with  thee? 
Is  it  well  with  thy  husband  ?  Is  it  well  with  the 
child?" 

Following  his  sermon,  so  impressive  and  eloquent, 
with  the  affecting  ordinance  of  baptism,  a  laughing, 
innocent  babe,  borne  in  the  arms  of  faith-covenant 
parents  and  grandparents.  Through  his  heart  gush- 
ing and  overflowing  with  a  burning  love  and  a 
kindly  interest  and  sympathy,  he  took  the  little  one 
and  kissed  it,  a  simple  thing,  yet  like  the  man,  warm- 
hearted, impulsive  of  you  and  with  you. 

It  is  sad  for  a  pastor  to  be  so  taxed,  his  cares  so 
onerous,  his  labors  so  many,  his  interest  so  divided 
as  not  to    find   time  to  feed  and  tend   his  own  flock. 
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Prominent,  benevolent,  philanthropic,  engrossed  with 
public  enterprises,  public  charities,  while  his  own 
suffer  for  the  milk  and  meat  of  the  word. 

He  is  a  stranger  among  them,  knows  little  of  their 
heart  yearnings  or  heart  wants.  Years  perhaps  inter- 
vene, and  unless  a  death  or  marriage  occurs  to  which 
he  has  special  invitation  he  never  visits  them;  too 
busy,  too  hurried,  has  a  general  reception  day  or 
hour,  and  expects  them  to  call  on  him.  Or  it  may 
be  thinking  *'The  whole  need  not  a  physician,"  he 
esteems  such  labor  as  a  work  of  supererogation. 


I. 

Monday.  June  ii. — For  once  in  my  Hfe  I  wanted 
to  be  ubiquitous — be  at  two  places  at  one  time. 
Mollie  B.  graduated  as  valedictorian  at  Holyoke 
Seminary.  I  knew  her  so  well  as  a  gentle,  loviag 
little  girl,  that  I  felt  some  pride  and  anxiety  to  wit- 
ness her  step  out  upon  the  arena  of  life  a  woman, 
present  to  the  world  a  school-girl's  letter,    with  its 
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pleasing  details  and  inevitable  feminine  postscripts. 
Then  the  bright,  cheery  Rosie  S.  made  her  debut  as 
a  '^  has  bleu'' — still  the  weightier  reasons  preponder- 
ated in  favor  of  the  theater.  A  new  and  exciting 
play,  Thane  Miller  as  the  star,  supported  by  Mc- 
Burnie,  Lovelace  and  others.  A  novel  sight  it  was, 
too ;  an  eager,  anxious  crowd  of  Christians  around 
Macauley's,  waiting  for  the  doors  to  open.  It  was  a 
memorable  drama,  characters  all  so  earnest,  so  real ; 
plot  good,  rendition  grand,  success  complete;  ^ 'a  home 
for  our  young  men  projected." 

II. 

Convention  has  closed.  How  we  have  all  enjoyed 
it.  What  a  privilege  to  see  and  hear  McBurnie, 
Lovelace,  Farwell,  Thane  Miller  and  a  host  of  other 
zealous,  active  workers  in  the  great  enterprise ;  to 
witness  the  perfect  good  feeling  existing,  unanimity 
of  purpose  and  intent,  their  hearty  co-operation  ;  lis- 
ten to  Wallace,  the  sweet  singer  of  the  South,  "With 
My  Windows  Open  to  Jerusalem;"  the  Railroad 
Quartette;  **WhereHe  leads  we  will  Follow,"  ''Hold 
the  Fort  for  I  am  Coming,"  sung  with  all  the  power 
and  earnestness  of  Thane  Miller. 
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The  farewell  meeting  Sunday  night  was  peculiarly 
solemn  and  impressive ;  brief,  pungent  speeches,  ad- 
dresses and  appeals,  soul-cheering  songs,  and  fervent 
prayers.  It  was  touching  and  beautiful — the  mystic 
circle  harmoniously  blended  in  hearts  and  joined  in 
hands,  chiming  together.  *  'Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds. " 
Dr.  Lowry's  tender,  earnest  benediction,  the  hand- 
shaking, greetings,  adieus — how  we  love  to  linger 
upon  it  all. 


Tuesday,  June  12. — Was  to  see  Mrs.  Judge  B.; 
her  wedding  day ;  married  just  twenty-one  years. 
Having  attained  her  matrimonial  majority,  you  won- 
der how  she  casts  her  vote,  pro  or  con  ?  She  came 
in  promptly,  sans  ceremonies  just  as  she  was,  with 
plain  morning  wrapper,  ''housekeeper's  apron," 
fingers  dyed  with  the  crimson  juice  of  the  strawberry 
which  she  was  capping,  smiling  countenance,  beam- 
ing face.  For,  of  course.  It  has  not  been  all  sun- 
shine ;    some  shadows  have  fallen,  yet  through  the 
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light  and  gloom  she  has  ever  been  the  same  unvary- 
ing, devoted,  self-denying,  cheerful  helpmeet,  loving 
and  being  loved.  Ah  !  what  a  talisman  is  love  ;  the 
magic  wand  that  must  ever  sway  woman.  Met  Miss 
L.  H.,  her  sister,  looking  as  fresh  and  young  as  when 
we  saw  her  five  years  ago.  Beautiful  !  her  features  so 
chastely,  symmetrically  molded;  clear,  azure  eyes, 
with  such  depths  and  fullness  of  meaning,  broad, 
classic  brow,  finely  chiseled  nose,  soft,  rippling  hair, 
dehcate,  expressive  mouth,  gentle,  aristocratic  air, 
she  always  reminds  me  in  her  individuality  and  su- 
periority of  some  rare,  costly  specimen  of  art.  '  'Hands 
off!" 


Wednesday,  June  13. — Little  Eddie  came  running 
in  to-day.  * '  Oh  mama  !  I  want  to  go  to  the  *  Opper- 
ater.'  Charlie  S.  and  Nona  G.  are  going;  its  just  for 
the  children,  take  me  won't  you  ?  I  never  get  to  go 
no  where ;  Jennie  and  Nona  and  Bettie  go  to  the 
matinees,  and  I  think  you  ought  to  let  me  go,  I  want 
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to  go  SO  bad,  and  I've  got  a  nickel  of  my  own,"  so 
excited  and  enthusiastic  he  could  scarcely  get  his 
breath. 

Operettas,  juvenile  balls,  matinees  for  the  children 
are  becoming  quite  in  vogue,  implanting,  inculcating 
early  in  life  a  taste  for  such  things;  indeed  Frankie  S. 
talks  as  familiarly  of  Genevieve  Rogers  and  Mamie 
Anderson  and  can  imitate  with  as  much  aptness  and 
accuracy  the  exploits  and  buffoonery  of  the  minstrels 
as  a  veteran.  The  entertainment  to-night,  Laila,  is 
simple  and  harmless  enough,  I  presume,  so  is  Maude 
Muller  and  The  Lancers.  There  is  ''  Aurea  medio- 
aitas"  here  as  every  where  else. 

Some  argue  you  deny  your  children  such  privileges 
and  indulgences,  are  scrupulous  and  rigid,  and  you  de- 
feat the  very  object  you  would  attain.  New,  excit- 
ing, coveted,  they  seek  them  in  after  life  with  greater 
avidity,  keener  relish.  So,  too,  many  contend,  inter- 
dict the  wine  cup,  and  the  very  restraint  or  prohibi- 
tion invests  it  with  greater  interest,  creates  all  the 
desire,  impatience  and  eagerness  that  novelty  and 
pursuit  impart;  so  with  every  species  of  dissipation. 
We   must   grant  our    children  these   ''rights,"   per- 
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mit  them  to  toss  the  dice,  handle  freely  the  cards, 
take  frequent  toddies,  egg  nogs  and  hot  punches,  and 
as  creatures  of  habit,  when  they  are  grown  they  will 
feel  indifferent  to  it  all. 

Startling  announcement,  "  a  woman  guilty  of  for- 
gery,"  accompanied,  however,  with  the  gallant,  merci- 
ful extenuation,  "supposed  to  have  been  committed 
while  insane."  A  ready  and  convenient  covert  for 
crime,  somewhat  difficult  it  may  be  to  play  the  role 
alone,  but  with  the  efficient  services  of  kind  friends, 
humane  doctors  and  liberally-feed  lawyers,  certain 
success  attends  it.  Some  one  has  recently  invented 
a  new  escape  or  relief  exit:  He's  growing  old,  sight 
defective,  and  inadvertently  he  commits  a  lapsus 
calami  ;  another  no  less  ingenious  claims  priority  for 
fitful  aberrations  of  the  mind  under  the  baneful  dis- 
tracting influences  of  opium,  begs  for  mercy  and  gets 
it ;  another  has  high  social  position,  a  loving  wife, 
six  dear,  sweet  children,  an  aged  mother  and 
father,  and  no  one  shall  lose  any  thing  by  their 
clemency. 

Then,  truly,  '*by  association  vice  loses  half  its  de- 
formity by  losing  all  its  grossness."    With  the  polite, 
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elite,  rich,  it  is  indiscretion,  discrepancies,  results  of 
some  extraneous  cause.  With  the  common,  the 
vulgar,  the  poor,  it  is  felony,  depravity,  crime  and 
must  be  so  dealt  with.  This  growing  tendency  to  Eu- 
phemism in  society  circles,  our  courts  of  jurispru- 
dence, our  legislative  halls  is  appalling  and  demorali- 
zing. The  law  defines  an  offence,  affixes  a  penalty 
and  justice  should  execute  it  with  impartiality,  regard- 
less of  title,  person,  sect  or  creed.  Instead  we  hear  of 
friends  negotiating  with  high  officials,  bribing  jurors, 
pandering  lawyers  to  have  their  cases  dismissed,  &c. 
Has  the  bandage  indeed  fallen  from  off  the  eyes  of 
fair  Astrea,  or  weary  with  the  iniquities  of  men,  has 
she  quitted  earth,  returned  to  heaven? 

"  Poise  the  cause  in  Justice'  equal  scales 
Whose  beam  stands  sure,  whose  rightful  cause  prevails."  .- 


Friday,  Junk  15. — A  stroll,  reconnoitering  tour, 
down  Fourth  avenue ;  never  saw  it  in  a  more  smiling, 
attractive  garb,    having,  with  a   soft,  balmy  air  and 
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sunlight  cheer,  donned  its  Hght,  summery  attire. 
Such  an  array  of  fine  sheps,  all  vieing  with  each 
other  in  their  rich  and  cheap  displays.  Innocence  at 
home,  we  gaze  in  at  the  windows  and  compare  the 
incredibly  low  prices — twenty,  fifteen,  ten,  five  cents 
— then  ponder  the  perfect  incompatibility  and  unfitness 
of  things,  denounce  political  economy  a  vagary. 
Two  fans  for  a  nickel,  ruching  six  and  a  quarter  cents 
and  Hamburg  '  'a  bit, "  and  yet  our  means  will  not  justify 
the  way.  We  are  roused  to  a  sense  of  reality  by  a 
loud,  sonorous  cry,  "  Evening  News  !  "  and  we  recog- 
nize Pat,  a  municipal  authority  and  fixture ;  in  his 
wake  follows  our  notable  Bartimeus,  with  his  ever  ver- 
dant appeal,  *' Patronize  the  Blind."  The  ceaseless 
motion  and  commotion  of  the  street  railway,  the 
passing  and  repassing  of  innumerable  phaetons  and 
other  light  vehicles ;  the  little  urchin  peddlers,  with 
their  pins  and  shoe-strings,  the  persistent  advertising 
circulator,  the  straggling  musician,  pitiable  mendi- 
cant, the  proud,  lofty  millionaire,  the  unfortunate, 
impoverished  bankrupt,  the  comfortable,  prospering 
well-to-do,  the  indolent,  self-indulgent  worldling,  the 
active,  enterprising  laborer,  en  masse,  crowd  the  pub- 
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lie  thoroughfare.  It  is  the  fashionable  promenade 
hour.  The  girls,  the  children,  appear  conspicuo- 
usly in  the  pageant,  dressed  and  overdressed  as 
strikingly  as  their  mammas,  grandmas  and  aunties. 
The  babies,  with  their  gabbling  nurses  and  palakin 
buggies,  must  have  room,  but  for  the  livelier  dots, 
the  ladies !  and  I  almost  gasp  for  breath  as  the  maze 
of  beauty  and  fashion  greets  me,  with  their  gaudy 
accoutrements,  blazing  epaulets,  bewildering  furbe- 
lows, etceteras,  and  so  forth.  No  wonder  here  and 
there  groups  of  gentlemen  of  leisure  stand  agape, 
that  the  old  man  falters,  the  young  man  halts,  the 
married  man  lingers,  the  single  man  tarries  and  they  all 
stare,  for  the  sight  is  truly  distracting. 

''Who  are  those?"  an  exquisite,  a  scout  asks. 
"The  Misses  B.;  two  of  Fourth  street's  standard, 
champion  walkers,"  is  the  curt,  facetious  reply. 

"  Blazes  !  but  there  goes  a  pretty  woman,"  and  the 
paragon  of  society,  Mrs.  S.,  acknowledges  the 
compliment  with  a  bland,  appreciative  smile.  Poor 
Mr.  S.  ''Oh,  yes!  That  is  Miss  Josie  D.  'They 
say  '  she  holds  a  carte  blanche  from  one  of  her  retinue 
for  a  phaeton,  horse  and  driver,  and  her  bill  was  only 
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seventy  dollars  last  month."  Next  is  the  notorious, 
famous  Miss  L.  M.,  with  whom  even  the  cash 
boys  talk  familiarly,  banter  and  jest.  She  knows 
clerks,  counter-hoppers  and  all,  and  don't  mind  them, 
nor  they  her.  That  is  old  Mrs.  W.  How  stiff  and 
consequential  she  looks  perched  back  in  her  coach, 
with  span  of  greys,  dressed  so  gorgeously.  I  wonder 
if  she  knows  how  her  husband  made  his  money  ? — 
"Grinding  the  poor,  oppressing  the  widow  and  orphan. 
There  are  the  Misses  Addie  D.  and  Bettie  P.,  two  of  our 
loud-sounding  belles ;  beautiful,  but  fast,  willfully  im- 
prudent, bold ;  they  seem  to  know  everybody,  and 
everybody  to  know  them.  How  free  and  easy  in 
their  manners,  how  pleased  they  are  to  attract  so  much 
attention.  Are  there  no  roses  'mid  the  thorns? 
Yes!  many  gentle  buds,  lovely,  modest  blossoms, 
grateful  to  the  eye  and  refreshing  to  the  heart,  reliev- 
ing the  stings. 


Tuesday,  June  19. — Month  of  roses,  the  fullness 
and  glory  of  nature,  and  month  of  commencements, 
which  note  the  first  land  mark  or  mile  post    of  the 
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student  upon  life's  course,  his  introduction  into  the 
great  world.  No  longer  a  child,  old  things  pass  away, 
and  behold  all  things  are  new,  men,  women,  equipped, 
commissioned  for  the  great  contest  before  them. 

Yesterday  the  boys  at  the  High  School  *'  acquitted 
themselves."  To-day  the  **  young  ladies"  of  the 
Female  High  School  assembled  at  the  theater  and  grad- 
uated, with  fluttering  fans,  ethereal  garments,  dazzling 
jewelry,  animated  faces  and  anxious  hearts.  There  is 
little  variety  upon  such  occasions,  an  elaborate  display 
of  finery,  pretty  essays,  good  music,  profusion  of  bou- 
quets, salutatory,  valedictory,  parchment  given  and 
taken.  Naturally  enough,  though,  we  enjoy  the  recur- 
rence of  the  scene ;  it  carries  us  back  when,  imbued 
with  the  same  hopes  and  aspirations,  we  were  just  as 
anxious  and  excited,  felt  just  as  elated  and  self-im- 
portant. Ah !  how  many  land-marks  and  mile-posts 
since  that  joyous  commencement  night.  How  many 
shadows  !  How  much  sunshine !  The  greeting  to- 
day by  Miss  B.  was  peculiarly  sweet  and  cordial,  and 
the  adieu  by  Miss  Alice  P.  brilliant  and  earnest.  The 
tribute  to  the  memory  of  a  deceased  schoolmate, 
Lavinia  C,  her  predecessor,  was  beautiful  and  touch- 


164  DAY    IN    AND    DAY    OUT. 

ing.  Thanks,  girls,  for  the  entertainment;  it  was  good. 
All  honor  to  Professor  Chase.  Long  may  he  live  to 
dignify  and  adorn  his  calling,  confer  and  be  con- 
ferred. ''  Unless  the  cask  is  pure,  whatever  you  pour 
into  it  turns  sour." 


Friday,  June  22. — An  early  June  morning,  more 
charming  than  the  soft  June  day,  or  more  glowing 
June  evening.  Early  rising  with  me  may  be  a  hobby, 
but  to  think  of  it  ?  Warm,  close  within  ;  without 
cool,  bracing,  inviting.  Oh !  you  tardy  risers,  sleep- 
loving  people,  you  miss  so  much  of  Nature's  early 
good,  the  strength  of  her  power  and  beauty,  waste  your 
own  energies,  enervate  and  depress  your  own  faculties. 
Get  up,  and  enjoy  with  me  this  glorious  morning ;  the 
grass  dripping  with  dew,  just  merging  from  its  bath,  the 
flowers,  refreshed  by  a  night's  repose,  smiling  and 
nodding  bon  jour ;  the  milkman  cheerily  ringing  his 
bell,  fruit  venders  and  vegetable  men  lumbering  in 
with  their  wares,  the  birds  caroling,  laborers  going  to 
their  work.  ''Pshaw  !  "  you  yawn  ;  "same  old  thing 
every  day."     Not  so,  indeed.      Wednesday  I  was  at- 
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tracted  by  a  chorus  of  birds  in  a  willow  hard  by, 
fluttering",  twittering,  chirping.  I  watched  them  a 
long  while,  their  little  maneuvers,  their  free,  glad- 
some song,  simple,  matin  lay,  filling  my  heart  with 
a  quiet  joy.  Yesterday  I  spied  two  tiny  buds 
upon  my  clematis;  the  winds  had  been  wrestling 
with  the  vines,  and  it  lay  crushed  and  fallen,  trailing 
in  the  dust.  I  was  till  breakfast  repairing  the  dam- 
age, wiping  off  the  soiled  leaves,  binding  up  the 
broken  branches,  training  it  up  in  the  way  it  should 
go.  To  day  I  was  accosted  by  Georgie,  our  little 
lame  newsboy  ;  his  bright  face,  cheerful  ring,  '  *  Cou- 
rier-Journal!  "  the  good-natured  smile  and  hearty 
laugh  of  an  enterprising  competitor  when  I  declined, 
proved  to  one  in  sympathy  with  life  a  pleasant  epi- 
sode. 


Monday,  June  25. — Masonic  Jubilee!  but  I  pre- 
ferred a  jaunt  to  the  country.  E/i  route  out  in  the  cars 
— an  incident !  A  lady,  rather  young  and  decidedly 
good   looking,    comfortably,  nicely   dressed,    accom- 


1 66  DAY    IN    AND    DAY    OUT. 

panied  by  nurse  with  baby  richly  robed,  heavily  em- 
broidered skirts,  elegant  lace  cap,  bib,  &c.,  had  two 
other  children  with  her,  a  pale-faced,  handsome  boy  ' 
of  seven,  and  a  shy,  timid  little  girl  of  five,  plainly, 
yes,  indifferently  clad  I  thought.  Was  she  their 
mother?  and  what  could  account  for  the  disparity  of 
attire?  Thus  was  I  musing  when  the  little  girl  ven- 
tured, ''Mama,  I'se  hungry!"  "  Be  still,  Carrie, " 
was  the  imperative  command,  and  the  little  thing  sub- 
sided. Presently  baby  began  to  fret,  and  straightway, 
pleasantly,  lovingly  she  produced  from  a  cabas  a  cake 
for  his  majesty  to  gnaw  upon.  It  may  have  been 
she  had  no  more  or  the  child  did  not  need  it,  yet  I 
felt  indignant,  thoroughly  confirmed  in  my  first  sur- 
mise. A  .stepmother !  And  sure  enough  I  was  cor- 
rect, for  as  soon  as  the  car  stopped  and  she  and  her 
encumbrances  were  out,  an  old  lady,  nodding  her 
head  significantly,  remarked,  Mr.  T.'s  new  wife  and 
new  baby.  Ah,  how  my  heart  ached  for  the  two 
little  motherless  ones,  who,  perhaps,  will  never  suffer, 
have  their  animal  wants  supplied,  fed  and  clothed,  for 
humanity  requires  this,  but  what  a  dearth  of  love  and 
affection  their  young  hearts  must   experience.      "  Be 
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Still,"  and  how  often  must  they  be  denied,  forced  into 
a  retired  nook,  neglected,  forgotten  perhaps,  super- 
ceded by  papa's  new  wife  and  new  baby. 

Despite  the  saddening  impressions  and  reflections 
of  the  morning,  I  enjoyed  the  day.  In  a  different 
atmosphere,  purer,  more  unselfish,  I  heartily  retracted 
my  unkind  aspersions  against  stepmothers  !  Some 
may  be  jealous,  tyrannical,  ''despise,"  as  we  have 
heard  of  one,  the  little,  unfortunate  darlings  entrusted 
to  them,  embitter,  fret  and  chafe  their  young  hves 
with  mean,  contemptible  indifference  or  harassing 
slight  and  neglect,  but  very  many  do  not.  Here  is 
one  by  her  devotion  and  impartiality  refutes  all 
such  imputations.  Brave,  courageous,  she  mar- 
ried young  and  assumed  the  care  and  responsibility 
of  two  little  girls ;  she  has  had,  I  know,  her  trials, 
difficulties  to  encounter,  the  severe,  unjust  criti- 
cisms of  a  censorious,  gossiping  world,  the  suspic- 
ions and  interference  of  fault-finding  relations,  sug 
gestions  and  comments  of  interested  friends.  Still 
resolute  and  faithful  she  has  done  her  duty,  and  now 
she  enjoys  the  peace  and  commendation  of  her  own 
conscience,  the  sanction  and  approval  of  her  husband. 
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and  the  gratitude  and  affection  of  the  "children," 
while  the  world,  fickle,  as  ready  to  praise  as  to  blame, 
cries,  in  adulation,  "good." 

It  was  pleasing  to  note  the  respect  and  deference 
of  C.  and  E.,  ''the  two  sisters,"  to  '^  ma,"  and  grati- 
fying to  hear  in  return  her  well  merited  meed,  ''the 
best  girls  in  the  world."  An  example  I  thought  for 
own  daughters  who,  too  often  esteeming  themselves 
privileged  characters,  become  presuming  and  imperti- 
nent, and  mothers,  thoughtless  and  indulgent,  al- 
lowing it. 

Was  glad  to  meet  Mr.  S.,  released  from  the  hum- 
drum and  tedium  of  accounts  and  accountants ;  he 
seemed  to  enjoy  his  freedom  very  much.  Soon  got 
his  ball  and  twine  and  was  off  to  the  garden  to  lay  off 
some  plat.  From  business,  done  with  business,  at 
home,  of  home,  thus  he  preserves  his  good  looks,  his 
good  humor  and  good  will.  The  strict,  unflinching, 
eminent  financier,  he  is  only  the  better  house-holder, 
tender,  affectionate  husband,  just,  loving  father, 
agreeable,  affable  host,  kind,  sympathizing  friend, 
firm  but  mild  master.  Christian  gentleman. 
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Thursday,  June  28.  —  '*  Me  an  old  maid  !  Whew! 
I  wouldn't  be  an  old  maid  for  any  thing  on  earth,  I 
would  rather  die  first !  "  So,  Sue,  I  heard  a  gay, 
giddy  girl  exclaim  fifteen  years  ago,  and  she  missed 
it  then  and  misses  it  now. 

An  intelligent,  sensible  mother  remarks  :  "I  was 
small  and  got  a  husband  ;  then  what  does  it  signify, 
this  little  defect  in  my  daughters,  so  they  fulfil  the 
the  chief  end  of  women — marry  !" 

Old  men  sneer  derisively,  young  men  scoff  con- 
temptiously.  Then  is  it  strange  girls  have  such  an 
abhorrence,  rather  die  first  than  become  an  old  maid  ? 
While  the  world  thus  passes  sentence,  society  con- 
demns and  individuals  shun  and  avoid  ;  the  presump- 
tion always  being  she  '  *  couldn't, ' '  she  is  counted  a  fail- 
ure and  so  disgraced,  curiously,  suspiciously  eyed,  un- 
charitably regarded.  Now  I  never  heard  of  but  one 
woman  who  could  not  boast  an  offer  of  some  kind. 
Miss  Almira  Shivers,  and  whether  her  name  or  tem- 
per proved  so  distracting,  we  have  no  note,  only  the 
singular,  unusual  acknowledgement  when  quizzed: 
"To  tell  you  the  God's  truth,  child,  I  never  had  a 
chance."     But  this  I  aver  is  an  exception,  an  isolated 
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case,  and  none  dare  soberly  or  seriously  question  the 
point,  only  a  quibble,  one  of  Ridicule's  droll  conceits, 
petty  recourses.  Crabbed,  cranky,  officious  and  the 
like  traditional,  stereotyped  portraitures  of  old  maids 
are,  as  far  as  my  observation  extends,  but  spiteful 
caricatures  or  burlesques. 

Misses  Bettie  C.  and  Lucy  P.  and  a  number  of 
others  I  could  cite,  pleasant,  refined,  elegant  women. 
Misses  Fannie  and  Alice  M.,  active,  useful,  filling  im- 
portant niches  at  home,  in  the  church,  in  the  sick 
room.  Dear  "  Sister  E.,"  with  her  quiet,  orderly  and 
gentle  disposition,  tempering  every  thing  and  every 
body  about  her.  "Auntie,"  so  thoughtful  and  in- 
dulgent and  self-denying.  Miss  Ophelia  S.,  busy  and 
cheerful,  here,  th^ere  and  every  where,  lending  a 
helping  hand.  How  we  would  miss  these  noble 
women.  Already,  girls,  I  fancy,  saucy  and  incredu- 
lous, you  are  laughing  at  what  you  deem  a  doleful 
picture,  such  willful  self-destruction,  self-abnegation, 
unnatural,  monstrous !  You  declare,  if  any  virtue 
about  it  at  all,  it  is  imposed  by  necessity.  Ah,  well, 
it  is  needless  to  reason  with  you.  I  own  it  is  good  to 
marry,  notwithstanding  St.  Paul's  old  bachelorly  innu- 
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endoes  to  the  contrary,  despite  the  vexations  and  dis- 
tractions of  the  spirit  and  the  troubles  in  the  flesh,  it 
is  blessed  and  honorable  in  all,  and  when  hallowed  by 
love,  is  by  far  the  happier  state.  *'Now,  concerning 
this  I  have  no  command,  yet  I  give  my  judgment  as 
one  that  hath  obtained  mercy  of  the  Lord  to  be 
faithful."  Girls!  see  to  it,  you  do  not  compromise 
yourselves  for  convenience,  ease,  luxury ;  barter,  sell 
yourselves  for  filthy  lucre,  money,  or  what  is  even  more 
revolting  or  degrading,  if  possible,  sacrifice  yourselves 
simply  to  escape  the  odium  and  opprobrium  of  being 
an  old  maid  ;  rather  die  first,  how  desperate  !  Marry, 
marry  you  must,  any  thing,  a  dolt,  only  to  secure  the 
enviable  title,  femme  covert,  Madame  ! 

Thank  God,  some  of  our  girls  are  independent, 
courageous  enough  to  defy  the  jeers  and  taunts  of  the 
world,  hide  from  its  prying,  curious  gaze  the  why's 
and  the  wherefore's,  prove  true  to  themselves,  ig- 
nore, contemn  a  bondage  even  worse  than  death : 
"Shackles  to  the  feet,  palsy  to  the  heart,  burdens  on 
the  shoulders,  smoke  to  the  eyes,  vinegar  to  the 
teeth,  thorns  to  the  side,  a  dagger  to  the  heart." 
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Saturday,  June  30. — I  heard  to-day  quite  a  romance, 
which  may  well  be  termed  *'an  old  lady's  story.'' 
A  grandmother,  reproving  a  thoughtless  speech  of  a 
young  wife's,  said : 

"Forbear,  my  child,  to  indulge  such  doubts  or  mis- 
givings of  your  husband.  Early  in  life  I  experienced  all 
their  withering,  deadening  effects,  and  I  would  warn 
you  against  them.  I  was  born  and  raised  in  the  North, 
in  the  quiet,  orthodox  little  town  of  C,  which,  from 
its  very  existence  covenanted,  seemed  to  exhale  but  a 
sound,  moral  atmosphere.  I  met,  loved  and  wedded 
a  Southerner,  proud,  aristocratic  and  wealthy,  of  a 
warm,  impulsive  nature,  accustomed  to  gay  rounds  of 
pleasure  and  dissipation,  fond  of  his  old  circle  of 
jovial  friends  and  comrades.  I  removed  with  him  to 
his  distant  home.  At  first  I  was  very  happy,  for  I 
loved  truly  and  trustingly,  and  the  novelty,  the  gran- 
deur, my  husband's  position,  importance,  all  pleased 
and  dazed  me ;  but  soon  the  blight  came,  and  the  lit- 
tle mountain  *  daisy  '  scorched  neath  the  hot,  impetu- 
ous sun.  Near  us  lived  a  young  lady  of  surpassing 
loveliness  and  beauty,  Miss  Eleanor  T.,  one  of  that 
rich  brunette  type    for  which  her  land  is  so  famous. 
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*  They '  told  me  she  and  Dick  had  been  sweethearts, 
and  I  playfully  bantered  him  about  it  at  times,  but  he 
would  always  waive  the  subject  with  some  graceful, 
pleasant  demur,  loving  endearment  or  saucy,  teasing 
laugh.  Yet  he  frequented  her  home,  lingered  long 
there,  attracted  and  charmed,  I  fancied,  by  her  bril- 
liant society,  grown  weary  of  his  little,  staid,  *  old- 
fashioned  wifey,'  as  he  sometimes  called  me.  I 
doubted,  watched  him ;  distorted,  magnified  all  he 
did  and  said  into  willful  slights  or  determined  neglect. 
Thus  I  became  silent,  reserved,  wretched.  He 
marked  the  change,  sought  to  know  the  cause,  tried 
to  be  more  careful  and  tender  with  me,  but  I  con- 
strued every  caress,  every  attention,  every  effort,  only 
as  blinds  or  ruses,  and  grew  more  and  more  misera- 
ble, until  one  beautiful  afternoon  in  October,  when 
he  was  away,  gathering  up  my  little  babe,  only  a  few 
months  old,  with  the  assistance  of  my  faithful  nurse, 
I  took  a  boat  which  landed  near  us,  and  I  was  gone ! 
''Rewrote  at  once.  Oh!  such  a  manly  defense, 
such  an  earnest,  ardent  appeal.  *  I  was  shocked,  dis- 
tressed, mortified, 'and  in  my  perverseness  it  was  this, 
his  pride,  not  affection,  which   I   thought  prompted 
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his  warm,  urgent  petition,  *  Return.'  I  refused,  and 
my  heart  grew  even  more  cold,  more  rigid — desolate. 
Never  a  word  about  'his  boy,'  of  whom  he  has  been 
so  proud  and  fond ;  him  he  nobly,  generously  re- 
signed to  me  as  mine. 

'*  Five  years  had  elapsed.  It  was  a  dark,  stormy 
night  in  November ;  a  loved  mother  had  gone  to  rest, 
and  on  the  little  couch  slept  our  boy,  peacefully, 
calmly ;  his  handsome,  rounded  features,  noble  brow, 
sweeping  lash,  curling  lip — all  his  father's,  only  fairer 
and  purer  under  the  marble  touch  of  Death. 

**Iwas  alone!  Such  a  longing,  yearning  came 
over  me  to  see  my  husband,  to  rest  my  tired  head  upon 
his  broad  shoulders,  lean  upon  his  strong  arm,  hear 
his  manly  voice.  Many,  ah !  so  many  times  I  had 
wanted  him  before,  but  now  I  needed  him.  Only  a 
pitying  Heavenly  Father  knew  how  deeply,  how  en- 
tirely I  had  loved  him  through  all  these  long  years 
of  suffering,  and  in  this  great  affliction,  sad  bereave- 
ment, how  wild,  how  fierce,  how  intense  became  the 
old  gnawing — heart  hungry. 

'*  '  When  shall  we  inter  him?'  and  I  sprang  up,, 
boldly,  resolutely,  '  Not  till  his  father  comes.'     The 
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message  was  sent.  He  came  !  and  beside  the  lifeless 
form  of  our  lost  darling  together  we  knelt,  acknowledg- 
ing God  and  owning  each  other.  Soon  I  found  how 
foolish  and  groundless  had  been  my  suspicions,  how 
I  had  wronged  my  husband  and  cheated  myself,  and 
we  both,  through  great  sorrow  and  much  pain, 
learned  the  sweet  lesson  to  have  faith  and  doubt  not. 
So  since  we  have  been  greatly  blessed." 


JULY. 

**  Then  passionate  young  July, 

That  proud,  hot-tempered  lord. 
Who  bears,  tho'  of  genial  seeming, 

A  lightning  flash  for  a  sword." 

Monday,  June  2. — Miss  Jennie  B.  and  John  J., 
Jr.,  married!  Oh!  what  a  strange  perversity  of 
taste.  What  a  marvel,  what  a  w^onder  such  a  girl 
should  marry  such  a  man.  She  pretty,  attractive, 
refined,  intelligent ;  he  homely,  unprepossessing, 
with  meagre  education,  coarse — a  gambler,  a  drunk- 
ard. What  folly,  what  blind  infatuation;  indignant 
at  all  remonstrances,  rebellious  at  all  authority, 
charmed,  lured  to  her  own  ruin.  Heaven  pity  and 
remember  her  in  mercy,  rather  than  in  wrath.  "  Be 
joined  to  thine  equal  in  rank,  or  the  foot  of  pride  will 
kick  at  thee." 

Mrs.  Thompson  installed  as  Postmistress — ' '  a  per- 
fect lady,  genuine  woman,"  pre-eminently  fits  her  for 
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any  exigency,  any  contingency.  A  difficult,  arduous 
position,  we  judge,  for  a  woman,  yet  they  seem,  by 
their  prompt,  methodical,  efficient  services,  to  be 
gaining  the  favor  and  confidence  of  the  public.  One 
thing  to  their  honor  and  commendation,  at  least, 
there  are  fewer  or  no  defaulters  among  their  ranks. 


Friday,  July  6. — Mrs.  Brigham,  an  aged  mother 
in  Israel,  gently  fallen  to  sleep  in  Jesus'  arms.  Mys- 
terious providence,  her  children  away  in  a  foreign 
land,  and  the  last  sad  tributes  to  her  memory  per- 
formed by  other  hands — a  granddaughter  and  grand- 
son. Tenderly  they  robe  her  for  death,  fondly  strew 
about  the  white,  fragrant  buds  and  blossoms  and  lov- 
ingly consign  the  precious  body  to  its  last  resting 
place.  **She  is  not  dead,  but  sleepeth."  By  her 
quiet,  unobtrusive  life,  with  its  rich  fruit  of  joy, 
peace  and  good  will,  we  knew  her.  The  services, 
conducted  by  a  young  servant  in  the  ministry,  were 
peculiarly    earnest    and   touching.       The    day    was 
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strangely  bright  and  balmy,  the  air  singularly  ladened 
with  sweet  perfumes  and  filled  with  an  unusual  melo- 
dy. For  a  while  the  hum  and  din  of  life  seemed 
hushed  or  subdued ;  the  trees,  the  shrubs,  the  flow- 
ers, the  waving  grass,  stirred  by  the  gentle  winds, 
seemed  to  cast  radiant  shadows ;  all  nature,  in  har- 
mony and  sympathy  with  our  sorrowing  hearts,  to 
breathe  the  cheering  benediction,  "  Blessed  are  they 
that  die  in  the  Lord."  "At  evening  it  came  to  pass 
it  was  light,"  and  beautifully  the  text  and  discourse 
illustrated  her  active,  useful  life,  and  its  calm,  tranquil 
setting,  mid  the  glow,  and  bright  effulgence  of  faith 
and  hope. 


Sunday,  July  8. — Went  to  hear  Dr.  Perkins  to-day. 
St.  Paul's  is  a  neat,  unpretending  looking  church, 
without  and  within  ;  a  singular  quiet  and  repose  seems 
to  prevade  its  sacred  walls.  The  Episcopal  service  to 
the  chance  worshipper  is  very  imposing  ;  it  carried  me 
back  many  years  ago,  when  a  child,  I  used  to  accom- 
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pany  my  old  grandmother  to  the  church  of  her  fathers. 
Proud,  aristocratic  and  devoted  to  its  Hturgy,  she 
sought  to  impress  and  win  me,  but  declared  I  showed 
my  plebeian  blood,  from  the  other  side,  of  course,  in 
remaining  bas  bleu. 

Dr.  Perkins  may  have  made  grander,  more  labored 
efforts  in  his  life,  but  none  could  have  been  more 
direct  or  pointed.  "  Let  them  both  grow  together 
until  the  harvest,  &c.,"  out  of  Christ  in  Christ.  He 
beautifully  described  the  ingathering  of  the  grain  into 
the  barn  and  the  longing  and  yearning  of  Christ  to 
welcome  home  his  redeemed,  the  preparation  for 
their  coming,  as  a  father  anxiously  awaits  the  return 
of  a  loved  child.  "  Who  are  these  in  bright  array?  "■ 
was  sweetly  sung  by  the  choir  and  formed  a  fitting 
close  to  such  a  sermon ;  seemed  as  the  low,  sweet 
chanting  of  that  multitude. 

The  **  precious  wheat  "  safely  garnered.  Dr.  P.  is 
a  mild,  earnest  speaker,  with  a  tender,  gentle  expres- 
sion, impressive  manner.  Grand  his  mission,  mighty 
his  work,  great  his  reward. 
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Monday,  July  9. — Came  by  Mollie  M.'s  as  I  re- 
turned from  market  this  morning ;  found  her  greatly- 
worried  and  distressed,  in  fact,  crying,  as  some  terri- 
ble accident  or  affliction  had  befallen  her.  Upon  in- 
quiry, I  felt  relieved  to  find  only  her  girl,  the  fourth 
in  three  months,  had  left,  and  she  had  ''every  thing 
to  do."  A  sad  dilemma,  to  be  sure,  yet  not  without 
remedy  or  repair.  * '  Get  another,  be  independent ; 
the  exercise  and  effort  may  benefit  you."  But  for 
the  while  she  seemed  inconsolable.  It  was  so  warm  ; 
she  was  not  well,  and  every  tJiing  went  wrong.  Still, 
"I  never  intend  to  put  up  with  impudence  from  any 
servant ;  trifling,  good-for-nothing  creatures,  every 
one  of  them."  The  whole  resolved  itself  into  an  over- 
sight, or  negligence,  if  you  choose,  of  the  girl's. 
MoUie's  quick,  petulant  reprimand,  the  girl's  fiery, 
indignant  retort,  and  a  final,  emphatic  dismissal.  I 
felt  sorry  indeed  for  M.,  for  she  had  assured  me  sev- 
eral times,  "at  last"  she  had  secured  a  treasure  in  a 
^irl.      What  a  loss  for  so  small  a  matter  ! 

"Mistress  and  maid."  How  difficult  to  define 
their  respective  positions,  and  with  becoming  dignity 
and    propriety   maintain   them.     Too  many,   regard- 
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ing  their  labor  only  as  beasts  of  burden,  'May  on" 
heavily  and  without  sympathy,  consideration  or  pity; 
require  they  carry  the  whole  safely  and  unmurmur- 
ingly;  careless  themselves,  perhaps  forgetful,  it  may  be 
cross  and  ill-natured,  yet  unwilling  ever  to  excuse  the 
same  in  a  servant ;  vain,  self-indulgent,  hasty,  ca- 
pricious, yet  refuse  all  extenuation,  palliation  or- 
forgiveness  of  like  defects  or  failures  in  them. 
**  Servants  are  paid,"  so  in  them  they  are  not 
merely  faults,  but  grievous  offenses,  unpardonable 
sins;  and  yet  to  be  lax,  lenient,  familiar,  induces  as 
great  evils,  indifference,  disrespect,  contempt. 

Servants,  perhaps  with  no  incentives,  too  often  fail 
to  identify  themselves  with  their  employers  or  their 
interests;  work  as  men-pleasers,  diligently,  honestly 
enough  under  a  strict,  vigilant  eye-service,  which,  if 
withdrawn,  they  presume,  take  advantage,  shirk 
their  duty,  wrong  and  defraud  their  employers ;  such 
of  course  are  culpable  ;  yet  would  not  a  mild,  judicious 
expostulation,  a  firm  remonstrance,  a  dignified,  de- 
termined disapprobation,  with  some  assurance  or  evi- 
dence of  a  kindly  interest  and  confidence  in  them, 
urge  and   stimulate    them  to   a  different   course.      I 
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know  a  lady,  of  whom  it  is  teasingly  said,  she  is  sin- 
gularly fortunate  in  getting,  refined,  nice  girls.  May 
there  not  be  something  in  the  influence  she  exerts  ? 
for  all  admit  she  possesses  the  power  of  holding  them, 
and  without  scolding  ''forbearing,  threatening," 
they  are  faithful  and  true.  May  she  not  have  many 
things  to  endure  and  yet  may  she  not  impose  as 
many.  **  Therefore,  all  things  whatsoever  ye  would 
that  men  should  do  to  you,  do  ye  even  so  to  them," 
**  Giving  that  which  is  just  and  equal."  ''If  thou 
art  a  master,  be  sometimes  blind,  if  a  servant,  some- 
times deaf." 


I. 

Thursday,  July  i  2.  — The  Saengerfest  has  been  in  full 
blast  since  Tuesday,  our  city  out  in  its  gayest,  gaudiest, 
trim,  richest  holiday  attire ;  flowers  and  evergreens 
ingeniously  entwined  bloom,  as  it  were,  spon- 
taneously ;  flags  wave  exultingly ;  the  Goddess  of 
Liberty  reigns  triumphantly ;  harps,  lyres,  and  eagles, 
in  every   curious  and  glittering  device,    appear   pro- 
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miscuously.  Melody  is  in  the  air,  music  floats  upon 
the  breeze,  while  joy  and  mirth  gleefully  carol  their 
merriest  lays.  ''With  songs  we  come  to  greet  you," 
and  '' Wilkommen  "  is  rapturously  echoed  back. 

We  heard  Pappenheim  and  Remmertz  Monday, 
their  reception  night.  What  grandeur,  what  dignity, 
what  sublimity  !  we  were  led  to  exclaim  as  their  clear, 
penetrating  voices  reverberated  through  the  vast  hall. 
**Lorelie,"  "  Ecstacy  Waltz,"  **The  two  Grena- 
diers," "  Evening  Star." 

"  Is  there  a  Heart  that  music  can  not  melt." 

"The  man  that  hath  no  music  in  himself, 

Nor  is  not  moved  with  concord  of  sweet  sounds, 
Is  fit  for  treasons,  stratagems  and  spoils." 

II. 

A  quiet  stroll  in  Preston  and  down  Market,  long 
route  of  display  and  some  of  the  more  laughable  and 
amusing  features  of  the  fete  present  themselves.  De- 
tached squads  of  choristers,  with  their  honest,  happy 
faces  and  jolly  hearts,  humming  snatches  and  playing 
fragments  of  some  favorite  air,  every  body  and  every- 
thing participating  in  their  zest  and  ardor,  seem  indeed 
jovial  and  merry.     The  decorations  are  odd  and  strike 
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you  as  characteristic  ;  one  divinity  of  our  Lady  Liberty 
partaking  largely  of  the  Teutonic  element,  solid,  sub- 
stantial, fat,  guards  a  niche  above  the  entrance  of  a 
church,  gorgeously  enveloped  in  the  stars  and  stripes, 
yet  bearing  two  or  more  smaller  emblems  of  Russia, 
Prussia  and  Austria,  accompanied  by  George  Wash- 
ington's and  Pius  IX.  's  pictures  ;  singular  combination. 
Another  no  less  conspicuous  representative  of  her 
Majesty,  profusely  arrayed  in  white  cambric,  span- 
gled and  bespangled ;  about  her  brow  is  encircled 
a  crimson  band,  forming  a  brilliant  galaxy  of  tinseled 
stars,  with  a  silvery  crescent  spanning  the  horizon  ; 
from  this  falls  in  bungling  drapery,  a  flowing  milky 
way,  among  which  glistens  myriads  of  stars,  the 
whole  astronomical  corps  en  force,  we  thought.  In 
one  hand  she  bears  a  tiny  scale,  in  the  other  an  empty 
scabbard,  at  her  feet,  in  fieghge  repose,  rests  a 
broken  lyre  and  a  mongrel  of  minor  musical  instru- 
ments ;  to  her  right  is  a  mammoth  globe,  to  her 
left  illimitable  space,  into  which  she  seems  to  gaze, 
self-important,  self-conscious.  The  design  was  unique 
and  baffled  our  most  profound  wisdom  and  wildest 
speculation. 
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A  glimpse  irrto  the  full,  blazoned  face  and  fixed 
azure  eyes,  unbandaged,  else  we  might  have  guessed 
it  fair  Astrea,  a  little  hilarious  with  the  scene  about 
her;  but  whether  gentle  Urania,  ''the  heavenly, "or 
demurer,  obscurer  Nox,  we  shall  never  know. 


Sunday,  July  15 — Heard  Dr.  Burrows,  of  Broad- 
way Baptist  Church,  from  text,  ''And  not  only  so, 
but  we  glory  in  tribulation."  The  day  was  warm; 
not  many  in  attendance,  the  church  season,  like  the 
theater,  being  closed  for  the  summer.  It  were  a  pity 
more  could  not  have  heard  Dr.  B.'s  simple,  earnest 
exposition,  for  it  was  indeed  comforting,  solacing, 
strengthening.  He  is  growing  older,  his  hair  thinner, 
his  eye  lost  some  of  its  v/onted  fire  and  animation, 
his  voice  not  so  steady  or  pov/erful,  yet  his  manner 
just  as  warm  and  real,  his  thoughts  as  fresh  and  vig- 
orous, abounding  with  pleasing  images,  rich,  vivid 
illustrations,  as  when  we  last  heard  him  upon  that 
memorable    occasion,     "All-day   gospel    meeting," 
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March  12,  '75,  when  he  poured  forth  in  such  eloquent 
strains,  the  stirring  peal,  ''Without  me  ye  can  do 
nothing."  A  breeze  was  astir,  the  quiet,  the  solemn- 
ity, the  church  itself,  chaste  and  rich,  with  its  mass- 
ive arched  walls,  its  hallowed  salutations,  "Glory  to 
God  in  the  Highest,  "Good  Will  and  Peace  Unto 
Men/'  its  sacred  reminder,  "Do  This  in  Remem- 
brance of  Me,"  all  conduced  to  inspire  feelings  of 
worship,  and  to  heighten  the  glow  of  the  bright  por- 
traitures he  drew  of  life,  tempest  tossed,  driven  by 
adverse  winds,  and  withal  rejoicing. 

Blessed  thought — whatever  may  divide  us  here  in 
form,  in  spirit  we  serve  the  same  Lord  and  Master, 
strive  for  the  same  prize,  run  the  same  race,  receive 
the  same  inheritance — 

"  Heaven  our  home," 


Wednesday,  July  18. — Met  Mrs.  M.  to-day,  a 
gay,  buxom  widow  of  forty.  She  had  just  been  in- 
troduced to  a  rich  old  bachelor  from  the  South,  soft, 
pliable,  verdatre.     At  first  he  seemed  somewhat  sur- 
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prised  and  embarrassed  at  her  bold,  confident  ad- 
vances and  overtures  ;  but  she  was  not  at  all  abashed 
and  discomfited,  returned  his  naive,  quiet  acquies- 
cence and  meek  submission  with  such  persistent 
bantering-  and  determined  pleasantry  that  after  a 
rencounter  of  an  hour  or  more  he  was  glad  to  accept 
the  conditions  of  peace,  ''surrender."  "Just  at 
seven!  Don't  forget  !  "  she  coquettishly  reiterates,  as 
a  pressing  business  engagement  grants  him  a  fur- 
lough, and  he  bows  himself  away.  Poor  fellow ! 
"  'Walk  into  my  parlor,'  says  a  spider  to  a  fly." 
Just  at  seven  ;  don't  forget. 

'•Who'd  be  a  bachelor  all  of  his  life, 

When  simply  consenting  will  get  him  a  wife." 

How  different  to  the  sweet,  modest,  little  Mrs.  B.; 
so  young  and  beautiful,  but  a  widow,  indeed ;  she  re- 
pells  all  jesting,  forbids  all  attention,  silences  all  com- 
ments or  criticisms — instinctively  the  world  respects 
and  honors  her  in  her  retirement,  holds  sacred  her 
grief    and  sorrow;  none  dare  intrude  upon 

"The  heart's  fond  seclusion." 

Widowers  we  expect,  in  the  natural  course  of  hu- 
man events,  to   be  anxious,  even  frisky  ;  in  fact  we 
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experience  some  disappointment  and  chagrin  when 
they  are  not,  acknowledge  them  dull  and  insipid  ; 
men  ought  to  marry  again ;  they  are  happier, 
better.  We  only  ask  for  a  decent  interim,  to 
wait  patiently  until  we  are  indeed  dead ;  not  pro- 
nounce us  mad  and  ''put  us  away"  in  some  asylum, 
and  obtain  decree  from  Legislature  we  are  null  and 
void  ;  not  fancy  we  are  incompatible,  contrairc,  and 
desert  us,  thus  affording  our  more  favored  successor 
an  opportune  occasion  ;  not  with  unseemly  haste  for- 
get us  in  three,  six  or  eight  months,  and  install 
Madam  Number  Two,  or  Three,  as  it  may  be,  in  our 
stead.  This  pledge  we  would  extort ;  but  enough, 
we  might  receive  the  same  consolation  we  heard  a 
loving  husband  offer  his  wife,  when  expatiating  upon 
the  horrors  of  the  bare  possibility  of  such  a  thing : 
''Don't  fret,  my  dear;  men  rarely  commit  the  same 
blunder  twice  in  a  life-time." 
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Saturday,  July  21. — Had  the  pleasure  and  honor 
of  entertaining,  or  being  entertained  by  old  Mrs.  Cap- 
tain Major  General  L.,  virtually,  and  indeed  a  *'has 
been,"  the  reliqiie  of  a  past  glory,  the  vestige  of  a 
former  grandeur,  the  remains  of  a  departed  aristocra- 
cy. She  assumes  still  all  the  imperiousness  and  hau- 
teur of  a  superior,  adheres  punctiliously  to  the  modes 
and  customs  of  her  day,  lives  with  the  * 'by-gone, " 
dwells  upon  its  fond  memories,  revels  in  its  pleasing  as- 
sociations ;  rebels  and  chafes  under  the  rule  and  regime 
of  to-day,  disavows  all  part  or  lot  with  it,  all  of  which 
seems  in  odd  contrast  to  her  present  plain,  homely  garb. 
Yet  her  appearance,  conversation  and  manners  well 
comport,  indicating  extreme  priority,  belonging  to  the 
antique,  postJnmic  Jiors  cV usage  ;  she  wears  suspended 
to  a  faded  ribbon  a  richly-encased  miniature,  an  ivory 
type  of  herself  when  a  bride,  and,  without  suggestion 
or  solicitation,  draws  from  her  capacious  poche  its 
companion,  "her  dear  husband,  of  the  U.  S.  A." 
In  the  flush  and  prime  of  manhood,  his  sword,  epau- 
lets and  full  regimentals  give  him  quite  a  grand,  sol- 
diery appearance.  What  strange  taste,  what  ego- 
tism, what  vanity,  to  give   herself  the   preference — 
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"age  before  beauty."  She  has  a  suit  pending  (Jarn- 
dyce  vs.  Jarndyce),  which  if  she  gains,  will  fully  rein- 
state her,  restore  her  in  all  her  pristine  splendor  and 
importance,  and  serve  wonderfully,  we  think,  to 
ameliorate,  conciliate  and  identify  her  with  the  * 'now- 
adays," prove  a  golden  link  between  the  past  and 
present.  She  is  unsparing  upon  lawyers,  details  at 
length  all  the  intricacies  and  mystifications  of  her  case, 
scathing  them  unmercifully  as  ''contemptible  petti- 
foggers these  days ;  nothing  but  high-handed  goug- 
ers ;  "  all  of  them  conniving  together,  opposing 
counsel  and  all,  to  postpone,  protract  and  complicate 
matters,  in  order  to  fleece  more  completely  the  pile  ; 
affidavits,  depositions,  briefs,  subpoenas  and  the  like, 
she  conceives  only  blindfolds  and  subterfuges.  Every 
day  for  a  whole  year  (how  I  pity  them)  she  has  been 
urging  them  up,  but  they  "won't  move  a  peg,"  and 
her  petition  remains  in  statu  quo,  incorrigible  and  in- 
terminable, we  fear;  she  agrees  cordially  with  the 
almanac,  in  its  probabilities,  "Law  is  a  bottom- 
less pit."  However  genuine  her  grievance,  how- 
ever just  her  complaint,  however  true  her  charges, 
how  sad  to  grow  old  without  the  beauty  or  mellow- 
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ness  of  age.     Bitter,    morbid,  neither  capable   of  re- 
ceiving pleasure  or  conferring  good — 

<' Their  blood  is  cak'd,  'tis  cold,  it  seldom  flows; 
'Tis  lack  of  kindly  warmth,  they  are  not  kind." 


Tuesday,  July  24. — Mrs.  N.'s  soliloquy — How 
natural  the  picture!  ''What  a  day  of  perplexities 
—  comedy  of  errors.  Some  days  must  certainly 
be  ill-starred;  every  thing  goes  wrong.  I  have 
countless  vexations  and  worries,  divers  and  sun- 
dry interruptions,  and  whatever  I  touch  upsets, 
spills  or  breaks.  Unaccountably  I  tear  my  dress, 
mash  my  finger,  stump  my  toe,  bump  my  head.  In 
short,  every  object  with  which  I  come  in  contact, 
perversely  inverted  and  possessed,  seems  to  challenge 
me  to  an  open  combat.  Out  of  sorts,  and  ready  for 
any  rencounter,  I  retort,  and  so  a  perpetual  conflict 
exists  all  day.  A  regular  strike  ensues.  At  night, 
wearied,  mortified,  I  muse ;  before  me  is  a  pile  of  the 
mangled,  torn  ruins  (saved  the  pieces  to  patch  v/ith). 
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I  wish  I  could  as  readily  repair  the  damages  my  fret- 
fulness  and  impatience  have  wrought. 

"Poor  little  Charlie!  How  I  have  scolded  him; 
charged  him  unjustly  with  mislaying  my  thimble; 
found  it  to-night  under  edge  of  bureau,  where  it  must 
have  rolled  v/hen  I  capsized  my  basket  this  morning. 
And  M.,  so  shy  and  timid.  What  a  merciless  lecture 
I  delivered  her  upon  carelessness,  for  a  very  trivial  of- 
fense, and  darHng,  precious,  little  'sister,'  mamma's 
sunbeam,  bright  days,  how  crossly  I  talked  to  her, 
driving  her  off  several  times,  declaring  she  bothered 
my  very  life  out  of  me.  Once  I  missed  her,  and 
searching  around,  found  her  coiled  up  on  the  rug  in 
the  parlor,  asleep,  her  little  hand  over  her  eyes,  and 
when  I  lifted  her  up  to  lay  her  on  the  bed,  she 
sobbed  so  piteously,  *  Mamma  !  ' 

''And  Ned,  at  dinner,  noting  the  murky  sky,  the 
tempest  brewing,  wouldn't  say  a  word ;  this  disarms 
me  quicker  than  any  thing  else ;  he  had  expected  to 
attend  to  some  business  of  importance  and  I  never 
thought  to  ask  him  about  it.  Dear  Ned,  he  looks  so 
tired  and  pale  to-night,  is  troubled  I  know;  I  do  feel 
sorry  and   ashamed,  too ;  would  say  so    if  he    would 
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only  give  me  a  chance,  but  there  he  sits  with  his  old 
paper  before  his  face,  as  still  as  death  and  grave  as  a 
judge,  waiting  for  me  to  apologize  I  suppose ;  he  can't 
be  reading  I  know,  for  he  hasn't  turned  it  over  or 
made  a  motion  for  nearly  an  hour ;  perhaps  he  is  mor- 
alizing, recalls  the  sketch  I  read  him  last  night  with 
notes  and  commentaries  of  my  own,  *  Sunny  smiles 
and  sunny  hearts,'  reflects  upon  the  beauty  of  con- 
sistency. Ah,  well,  I'm  not  always  crabbed  and  ill- 
natured,  don't  have  these  spells  often.  It's  far  easier 
to  theorize  and  discourse  about  genial  faces,  glad 
hearts,  smiling  countenances  and  patient  forbearance, 
gentle  endurance,  than  always  possess  and  practice 
them.  Jennie  !  the  paper  lowers,  the  barrier  removed, 
it  is  a  relief  to  unburden  my  heart." 

What  funny  things  we  women  are  any  way !  So 
easily  vanquished  and  held  captive,  yet  so  stubborn 
and  self-willed  at  times. 
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Friday,  July  27. — The  strike  is  assuming  quite  a 
serious  aspect.  The  riot  Tuesday  night — Wednesday, 
Thursday  and  even  to-day  have  been  restless,  anxious 
days  with  us.  The  ragged  brigade.  Mayor's -procla- 
mation, organizing  police  force,  forming  home 
guards,  all  seem  much  like  war. 

Went  down  at  night  to  see  militia  drill ;  many  of 
them  but  mere  boys,  inexperienced,  but  brave  and 
determined  ;  their  bright  accoutrements  gave  them,  at 
least,  the  semblance  of  soldiery.  * '  What  a  formida- 
ble array ! "  and  we  could  scarcely,  though  grave  the 
occasion,  repress  a  smile.  Yet  the  clank  of  arms,  the 
gleam  of  bayonets,  the  tramp  of  cavalry,  is  always  en- 
spiriting  and  enlivening  to  friends  and  terrifying  to 
foes. 

Whatever  may  have  induced  the  outbreak,  false 
political  economy,  or  no  economy  at  all,  I  can  but 
sympathize  with  the  laborer,  not  the  violent  mobbist 
or  rioter,  but  the  honest,  plodding  workman,  the  poor 
man,  who  is  indeed  the  sufferer  in  this  unequal  con- 
test. The  money  is  somewhere.  Who  has  it  ?  In  the 
firm  grip,  tight  clutch  of  the  capitalist,  who  ekes  it 
out  ad  libitum  ?     The  most  work  for  the  smallest  pay 
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seems  to  be  his  maxim.  A  homely,  perhaps  trite 
illustration,  but  a  forcible  one  to  me :  A  poor  seam- 
stress, working-girl  we'll  say  instead  of  workingman, 
for  the  principle  is  applicable  to  both,  toils  closely, 
untiringly,  serves  her  mistress  or  employer  faithfully, 
performing  the  labor  and  receiving  but  a  pittance, 
while  the  madame  pockets  the  overplus.  The  wash- 
erwoman, jewed  down  to  the  lowest  allowable  mini- 
mum, does  her  work,  it  is  approved,  and  yet  she,  with 
a  family  to  support,  is  put  off  or  grudgingly  paid,  and 
I  know  one  instance  where  Mrs.  R.,  decked  in  her 
silk  and  satin,  and  gay  plumes,  rides  in  a  royal  coach, 
with  liveried  groom,  and  has  deferred  paying  a  former 
servant  until  she  has  ceased  to  ask  for  it. 

This  spring  I  passed  a  palatial  residence  on  Broad- 
way ;  I  caught  a  fragment  of  conversation  in  ill  con- 
trast with  its  surroundings,  but  serves  my  point.  A 
poor  man,  ragged,  a  tramp,  you  may  call  him,  stood 
with  hoe  in  hand,  begging  a  job  ;  the  gentleman,  com- 
fortably, handsomely  dressed,  sleek  and  well-fed,  par- 
leyed with  him  about  the  price ;  his  wife  I  judged  had 
offered  old  clothes  ;  how  sad  and  touching  the  appeal, 
"1  must  have  money!"     The  lord,   dictator,    impa- 
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tiently,  almost  roughly  replied:  *'  Well !  if  you  will 
do,  it  for  so  much  you  can  have  the  job,  if  not  I  can 
get  some  one  else  to  do  it."  Cowed,  submissively  he 
drew  off  his  coat  and  went  to  work  ;  with  a  wife,  chil- 
dren, it  was  a  dreadful  alternative.  Master  Capitalist  in- 
dependently turned  away,  pleased  at  his  success,  silenc- 
ing his  conscience  if  he  had  any,  with  the  hackneyed 
defense,  he  ought  to  be  glad  these  times  to  get  any 
thing  ;  I  afterward  learned  he  was  a  Christian. 

"  By  this  all  men  shall  know  that  ye  are  my  disci- 
ples, if  ye  have  love  one  to  another." 

''  But  who  so  hath  this  world's  goods  and  seeth  his 
brother  have  need,  &c.  " 

Term  this,  if  you  please,  feminine  ratiocination, 
woman's  logic ;  cite  learnedly  your  boasted  scientific 
laws  of  property  and  labor,  with  their  studied  notes 
and  notations,  it  must  after  all  be  resolved  into  plain 
matter-of-fact  truths,  verities.  Practical  economy  to 
reach  the  people. 
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Sunday,  July  29. — Heard  Dr.  J.  H.  Hey  wood, 
from  text,  ''For  the  division  of  Reuben  there  were 
great  thoughts  and  great  searchings  of  heart,"  a  plain, 
practical  discourse,  bearing  upon  our  recent  troubles. 
Dr.  H.  is  a  calm,  gentle  speaker,  his  views  and 
words  greatly  mellowed  by  declining  years.  The 
longest,  settled  minister  in  Louisville.  Thirty-seven 
years  he  has  noted  with  great  interest  and  earnestness 
the  vicissitudes,  the  ebb  and  tide,  growth  and  develop- 
ment of  our  city ;  philanthropic,  benevolent,  a  true 
lover  of  mankind,  in  hearty  good-will  he  seeks  the 
general  w^elfare  of  all ;  kind,  courteous,  charitable,  he 
is  the  wise  counsellor,  the  cheerful  co-operator  in 
every  useful,  public  enterprise,  a  zealous  worker,  a 
noble  man,  and  yet  with  all,  I  felt  strangely  as  I 
listened  to  one  who  so  devotedly  says  *^  Our 
Saviour,"  who  humbly  worships  and  praises  in  the 
Church  of  the  Messiah,  acknowledges  Christ  as  sent, 
and  yet  as  sincerely  and  honestly  denies  ''  The  word 
was  God."  "Forbid  him  not,  for  he  that  is  not  against 
us  is  for  us." 


AUGUST. 

"Then  August,  grave,  serene, 

A  dame  of  stately  grace. 
With  tlie  touch  of  Time  laid  surely 
On  her  lovely,   dimpled  face." 

Wednesday,  August  i. — The  afternoon  was  rather 
close  and  sultry,  but  having  determined  upon  a  visit 
to  my  friend,  Mrs.  M.,  who  lived  upon  the  outskirts 
of  the  city,  by  super  resolution  and  extra  effort  I  got 
off.  A  ride  in  the  cars  refreshed  and  prepared  me 
for  quite  a  pleasent  call.  I  sent  up  my  card,  a  pro- 
tracted delay  and  message  was  returned,  "  Mrs.  M. 
requests  to  be  excused."  I  confess  I  was  thoroughly 
abashed,  non-plussed  and  could  not  forbear  the  query 
"is  she  sick?"  *' No,  ma'am."  As  I  nodded  my 
adieux  to  the  servant  who  respectfully  escorted 
me  out,  I  felt  much  as  if  I  had  received  my  walk- 
ing papers,  been  dismissed,  and  my  hostess  or 
inhostess,    with  the   advantage.      She   does    not  per- 
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haps  so  regard  it,  only  a  point  of  etiquette,  and  when 
we  meet  again  will  offer  some  graceful,  ingen  lous 
apology,  but,  ah,  what  poor  atonement  for  such  a 
breach  of  friendly  trust  and  feeling.  Making  pre- 
serves, busy  finishing  a  dress,  engrossed  in  a  thrilling 
romance,  perhaps  e7i  desJiabille.  Well !  say  so.  I 
would  rather  spoil  a  dozen  kettles  of  jam,  do  without 
a  new  dress  for  a  month  and  never  read  a  novel  than 
wound  or  mortify  any  one,  however  humble.  It 
seems  but  a  trifling  matter,  but  leaves  its  impress, 
creates  reserve,  distrust,  and  oftimes  prejudice. 

Once  a  gay,  giddy  woman  sat  in  idle,  nonchalant 
ease  at  a  windov/.  She  spied  a  guest,  a  caller,  and 
suddenly  bounded  back ;  lazy,  disinclined  to  dress, 
she  issued  the  order:  **Tell  her  I  am  not  at  home." 
It  was  obeyed.  Ten  years  elapsed,  with  their  won- 
drous changes,  and  the  discarded,  rejected  friend  is 
solicited  to  aid  her  proud,  presuming  acquaintance  to 
obtain  a  situation.  The  mortification,  humiliation, 
the  thorn,  had  rankled  and  left  its  sore.  Catching  a 
glimpse  of  the  retreating  form  of  the  lady,  with  the 
bungling  awkwardness  of  the  girl  to  deceive,  ''Mrs. 
F.,  ma'am,  is  sorry,  but  she  says  she  is   not  at  home 


200  DAY    IN    AND    DAY    OUT. 

to-day,"  had  destroyed  all  confidence  and  respect, 
and  she  was  now  forced  to  refuse.  It  may  be,  that 
women  of  the  world  can  thus  afford  to  trifle  and  mock, 
but  it  is  a  dangerous  experiment  for  members  of  a 
common  sisterhood,  where  there  are  no  guises,  no 
dissimulations  ;  what  we  do  and  say  must  be  construed, 
interpreted  as  literal,  meant. 


Thursday,  August  9. — Out  house  hunting  with 
Mrs.  M. — delightful  at  any  time,  but  particularly 
lively  and  invigorating  a  warm  August  afternoon. 
Up  and  down,  hither  and  yon,  wherever  we  spied  a 
placard  or  closed  front  we  boldly  ventured  in  for  in- 
spection. Twice  unwittingly  we  intruded,  one  lady 
impolitely  informing  us  she  wished  folks  would  let  her 
alone  (we  were  the  third  party  during  the  week  to  in- 
quire if  her  house  was  tenanted).  So  much  for  hav- 
ing best  rooms  and  keeping  them  shut  up.  An- 
other, a  neat,  attractive-looking  two-story,  we 
discovered   belonged    to  an  old   German  lady,    who 
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lived  next  door  and  was  very  anxious  ^*to  let." 
After  a  careful  survey  of  premises,  our  hale,  chubby 
landlady  serving  as  pilot  or  guide,  when  we  had 
declared  ourselves  satisfied  and  were  about  to  con- 
clude terms,  she,  as  if  possessed,  turned  abruptly  and 
vehemently  propounded  the  grave,  unusual  question, 
"How  many  chillens?"  "Only  four,"  we  cau- 
tiously replied.  "  No  !  no  !  "  she  emphatically,  de- 
cidedly shook  her  head  ;  "  no  chillens  for  me,  and  my 
old  man  can  no  stand  chillens,  neither."  Unwilling 
to  dispense  with  our  invincible  four,  and  not  knowing 
how  to  appease  or  effect  a  compromise,  we  declined, 
of  course,  further  negotiations.  "No  chillens!  "  she 
reiterated  with  warmth,  apologetically;  "they's  too 
bad,  squalls  too  much,  too  dirty,  spiles  my  house." 
Poor  old  Mrs.  Grudge,  none  herself — sour  grapes  ! 

Bless  the  children ;  I  am  glad  we  have  got  them. 
With  all  their  fuss,  mischief  and  dirt,  they  keep  our 
hearts  greener,  our  homes  brighter,  our  lives  purer. 
*  'What  gift  has  Providence  bestowed  on  man  that  is  so 
dear  to  him  as  his  children  ?"  So  wrote  the  proud,  noble 
Cicero  two  thousand  years  ago,  and  so  echoes  "  to- 
day "  the  instincts  of  true  humanity  and    love;  yea, 
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*' a  heritage  from  the  Lord."  A  digression!  Yes, 
but  such  cynical,  snarHng  tirades  should  excite  a 
pleasing  departure. 

One  other  adventure  of  little  note,  and  after 
a  tramp  of  four  hours  we  were  forced  to  report  a  fruit- 
less trip.  "Too  big!"  "Too  small!"  "Too  far 
out!"  "Too  near  in!"  "  Too  much  !  "  "Too  lit- 
tle !  "  *' Surroundings  in  rear  forbidding  !  "  "  Front 
view  unprepossessing,  with  lumberyard,  commons  or 
humble  tenements  just  opposite!  "  "Neighborhood 
objectionable !  "  "  Location  unfavorable !  "  '  'Shrewd, 
nervous  proprietors,"  etc.  Undaunted,  however,  we 
resolved  to  renew  search  to-morrow — try  again ! 


Sunday,  August  12. — To  witness  the  mad  phrensy 
of  a  storm ;  the  noisy  turbulent  commotion  of  the 
elements  in  fierce  combat ;  the  rushing,  driving  impet- 
uosity of  the  angry  winds,  the  vivid  flashing,  startling 
blaze  of  the   lightning,    the  tumultuous    crash,    and 
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tnighty  roll  of  thunder,  the  violent,  pelting  rain.  How 
grand!  How  awful!  Yet  amid  the  scene  of  dread 
and  horror,  from  the  roaring  tempest  and  howling 
gale,  off  the  raging  waters  and  the  wild  chaotic  fury, 
we  hear  the  still  small  voice,  '^  Peace  !  Be  still !  and 
know  that  I  am  God."      ''It  is  I,  be  not  afraid." 

This  morning  athwart  the  clouds  of  terror  and 
gloom  flashes  the  bow  of  promise.  The  Sabbath, 
God's  day,  breaks  in  holy  calm  and  splendor.  ''How 
still  the  morning  of  the  hallowed  day." 

Attended  Christ  Church,  was  disappointed;  Dr. 
Norton  was  away  and  Dr.  Craik  did  not  preach  ;  being 
feeble,  only  read  some  choice  excerpts  from  Bishop 
Huntington.  There  is  something  imposing  in  Dr. 
C.'s  calm,  venerable  appearance,  suggestive  of  "The 
church  of  great  wisdom  and  high  culture,  "  and  there 
is  much  in  his  character  exciting  admiration  and  love, 
inspiring  emulation  and  example.  Dr.  C.'s  son 
served  with  him,  and  his  daughter  sang  in  the  choir, 
a  pleasing  commentary.  High  Church  !  I  noted  but 
little  difference  between  it  and  St.  Paul,  perhaps  ser- 
vice somewhat  more  lengthy  and  ritualistic. 
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Monday,  August  13. — Spent  an  hour  or  more  de- 
lightfully with  Mrs.  Judge  P.;  her's  is  a  calm,  peace- 
ful life  of  benevolence  and  charity,  abounding  in  good 
works,  gentle  offices  of  love,  ready  acts  of  mercy, 
tender  expressions  of  sympathy  and  good  will.  A 
woman  of  great  solidity  of  character,  rare  culture  of 
mind  and  beauty  of  temperament ;  her  manner  has  much 
the  polish  and  dignity  of  the  old  school,  her  conversation 
the  power  and  grace  of  other  days.  When  she  por- 
trays, how  soft  the  blending,  yet  how  vivid  the  picture 
thus  when  she  pronounces  a  thing  "unique"  or 
piquant,  with  what  convincing  force  and  sweetness 
she  impresses  you,  how  thoroughly  and  entirely  you 
become  imbued  with  the  pungency  and  individuality 
of  the  idea,  and  to  the  common,  even  more  trite 
home  scenes,  she  imparts  a  cheering  glow  and 
interest  till  the  ''tea  served  in  glass  goblets,"  you 
almost  fancy  the  royal  drink  of  princes  or  the  ethereal 
nectar  of  gods ;  and  still  there  is  such  a  real  hearti- 
ness and  genuineness  with  all,  that  you  instinctively 
love  and  trust  as  well  as  wonder  and  admire.  Grown 
old  gracefully.      '*  Aunt  Jane  is  beautiful  indeed." 
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Thursday,  August  i6. — National  Educational  As- 
sociation in  session  at  Liederkranz  Hall  since  Tues- 
day. I  have  been  a  regular  attendant  "  Day  In  and 
Day  Out,"  and  feel  much  like  an  overtaxed  student 
after  a  wearisome,  burdensome  term,  glad  **  school's 
out;"  experience  a  painful,  oppressive,  full  sensation, 
as  if  I  had  been  subjected  to  a  too  severe  cramming 
process  ;  heard  a  great  deal  yet  know  very  little. 
Three  hundred  delegates,  furnishing  indeed  fine  ma- 
terial for  conjecture,  surmise,  thought  and  reflection, 
•embodying  every  branch  and  department. 

Tuesday  night,  according  to  repeated  invitations 
and  solicitations  from  our  good  patrons,  the  papers, 
the  people  came  out  en  force  to  give  them  a  welcome, 
but  the  protracted  exercises  and  more  lengthy  papers 
•discouraged  and  terrified  them.  Not  even  Professor 
Anderson's  spirited  solo,  nor  Professor  Parsons'  hu- 
morous interlude  could  restore  their  confidence  or 
favor ;  only  the  sage,  sober  lover  of  letters  must  they 
expect  now  as  auditors.  Only  these  would  remem- 
ber Prof  Blackenton's  silent  forces,  his  grand,  mas- 
terly effort,  with  its  thrilling,  sublime  climax ;  Pro- 
fessor Rice's  study   of    English  language,    etc.,    his 
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vigorous,  pointed  arguments,  delivered  with  all  the 
fire  and  vim  of  the  Virginia  orator  ;  and  care  to  come 
again. 

Wednesday  night,  after  patient,  close  attention  all 
day  to  the  speeches,  motions  and  discussions,  we 
reasonably  expected  a  recreation,  but  horrors ! — two 
more  papers,  twenty  columns  each;  edifying,  but  woe- 
fully tiresome  to  the  literati  even.  Many,  enticed  by 
the  programme,  came  to  hear  Henry  Stanton  read  his 
poem,  and  heroically  he  sat,  "like  patience  on  a 
monument,"  smiling  at  the  crowd,  watching  his  op- 
portunity. At  last,  exasperated  at  the  lateness  of  the 
hour  and  the  discourtesy  of  the  people  retiring,  he 
pocketed  his  effusion  to  await  a  more  propitious  occa- 
sion. 

This  afternoon  the  most  entertaining  exercise  of  the 
whole  Convention — Miss  L>dia  Hampton's  essay  on 
''First  Lessons  in  Reading."  Her  address  recom- 
mended itself  for  brevity,  conciseness  and  clearness ; 
perhaps  not  so  scholarly  or  profound  as  some  of  the 
labored,  elaborate,  protracted,  extended,  profuse 
journals  of  her  more  learned  brethren,  but  better  un- 
derstood, more  appreciated  and  enjoyed. 
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It  has  been  a  mistake,  friends  ;  good,  but  too  much 
of  a  muchness — unto  gorging  and  surfeiting,  sur- 
charged, cloyed  with  an  excess  of  bread  and  meat, 
substantial  and  wholesome,  yet  not  enough  variety  to 
spice  or  season  the  diet — no  condiments  to  impart 
relish.  You  lacked  a  well-appointed  and  tastily-ar- 
ranged bill  of  fare  to  render  your  feast  a  treat.  The 
public  naturally  waited  for  the  more  appetizing  dain- 
ties or  dessert,  and  were  chagrined  and  disappointed 
they  did  not  get  them.  "  Seven  courses  are  fashion- 
able now,  and  all  necessarily  brief." 


Saturday,  August  i8. — Pardon  the  seeming  breach 
of  decorum  and  palpable  violation  of  Euphemism, 
but  it  is  literally  h — ot  and  I  can  not  forbear  to  say 
so.  Dog  days,  when  bright  Sirius  courteously  attends 
Old  Sol,  waits  upon  him  as  he  rises  and  sets,  when 
the  warm  sun  shines  with  a  soporific  intensity,  the 
azure  vault  above  reflects  a  softening,  subduing  light 
and  the  air  about  breathes  a  dreamy  lullaby.     When 
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Dido,  off  guard,  stretches  yawningly  and  snoozes 
leisurely  ;  pussy  purrs  lazily  a  doze,  the  cattle  upon 
the  distant  hill  browse  stupidly,  the  very  trees  wave 
their  leafy  branches  carelessly  and  man  gaps  drowsily, 
building  Chateaux  en  Espagiie. 

Glorious  days,  notwithstanding  the  heat  and  lan- 
guor, days  of  pleasant  retrospection  and  more  pleas- 
ing explorations  into  the  yet  to  come ;  days  of  ex- 
emption, work  done,  we  are  privileged  to  loll,  to  idle, 
rove  in  t'aacy  free. 

In  fitting  habits  we  have  just  been  regaling  our- 
selves with  a  review  of  the  various  letters  from  Put- 
in-Bay, Crab  Orchard,  Paroquet,  White  Sulphur  and 
Pee  Wee.  Fortunatus  sends  a  wonderfully  distract- 
ing account  of  a  fancy  ball  at  Grayson  ;  we  recognize 
a  great  many  familiar  names;  like  old  Aunt  Hettie, 
* '  if  we  don't  know'd  them  we  know'd  of  em. " 

Judge  Price  in  domino  as  Uncle  Sam,  ha  !  ha  !  ha ! 
in  conference  with  the  facetious  member  from  Posey 
County,  Ind.;  Louisville's  fair  Venus,  her  roguish 
gipsy  girl,  domineering  house-maid  and  Good-for- 
nothing  Nan  ;  she  was,  though,  partially  represented, 
ably  and  justly  sustained.   We  only  regret  our  honored 


DAY    IN    AND    DAY    OUT.  2O9 

Marshal,  our  gra?td  rieuVy  and  All's  friend  was  not 
there  to  complete  the  quorum  and  do  full  justice  to 
the  conviviality  and  mirth  of  the  occasion,  but  a  call ! 
.a  loud  recall:     ''Mama,  are  you  sleep?" 


Monday,  August  20. — The  afternoon  was  lovely, 
-still  and  calm,  after  the  shower  of  the  morning,  cool 
and  inviting,  a  fit  time  for  our  projected  visit  to  Cave 
Hill.  What  serenity,  what  beauty  greets  us.  Nature 
seems  indeed  to  have  made  it  a  chosen  place  for  a  re- 
pository of  the  dead.  Its  rich,  velvety  sward,  mag- 
nificent forest  trees,  gentle  slopes,  undulating  hills 
and  dells,  gurgling  brook,  romantic  springs,  with  the 
artistic  finish  of  broad  avenues,  winding  paths,  orna- 
mental pines  and  spruces,  fragrant  blossoming  shrubs 
and  flowers,  and  beyond  the  distant  landscape,  with 
its  picturesque  scenery,  it  issurpassingly  beautiful  and 
enchanting.  Costly,  gleaming  shafts,  towering  monu- 
ments, massive  vaults,  humble  graves,  all  removed 
from  the  whir  of  the  busy  pursuits  of  life.      It  enjoys 
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a  perfect  seclusion,  no  discordant  element  to  intrude, 
peace  and  harmony  reign,  every  thing  to  inspire  ven- 
eration for  the  departed  and  convey  solemn  lessons  of 
mortality  to  the  living. 

We  have  visited  Bellefontaine,  Green  Mount,  Elm- 
wood  and  other  fair  necropolis,  yet  our  own  loved 
Cave  Hill  is  the  most  beautiful.  God  forbid  this  sacred 
spot  should  ever  be  disturbed  or  desecrated  by  city 
encroachments. 

In  our  rambles  we  counted  thirty  new-made  graves, 
silent,  but  eloquent  monitors  that  "Time  is  fleeting !  " 
Noted  the  tombs  of  the  great,  the  good,  the  noble; 
read  with  interest  the  various  names,  dates  and  in- 
scriptions of  the  unseen  throng,  waiting  the  resur- 
rection morn  to  awake.  One  a  neat,  plain,  but  hand- 
some slab: 

Simple  and  grand  as  his  character 
Chaste  and  beautiful  as  his  spirit. 

Oh !  how  we  love  to  linger  round  the  spot,  twine 
with  the  hand  of  affection  the  stray  leaf,  bind  up  the 
truant  blossom,  and  leave  with  these  tender  memo- 
rials of  love  our  humble  offering,  con  over  and  over 
the    earnest,    heartfelt  words,    a    faithful   epitome   of 
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his  life  and  a  bequest  to  us  all:  "It  has  been  my 
aim  throughout  my  life  so  to  live  as  to  bequeath  a 
name  respected  by  the  public,  beloved  b\'  m\-  friends, 
honored  by  my  profession,  and  held  in  tender,  affec- 
tionate remembrance  by  my  wife  and  children."  Dr. 
Lewis  Rogers,  the  eminent  physician,  courth/  gentle- 
man, kind  friend,  beloved,  honored,  remembered. 

A  little,  moss-covered  mound,  at  which  a  sorrow- 
ing mother  sat.  As  we  passed  we  caught  the  faint 
sigh,  "My  baby!"  What  a  tender,  affecting  epi- 
taph, "  My  baby."  Whether  awake  or  asleep,  how 
dear  to  the  mother's  heart,  how  peculiarly  her  own  ; 
her  care,  her  joy ;  and  the  dreary  desolation,  the 
empty  arms,  vacant  cradle,  idle  rocker,  the  hushed 
lullaby,  the  little  garments,  still  hers.  So  many  little 
ones  we  know  rest  here.  Bright  buds  of  but  an 
hour,  fallen,  scattered,  to  be  gathered  into  that 
glorious,  innumerable  multitude,  "Of  such  is  the 
Kingdom  of  Heaven."  Precious  little  Junie,  so  bright 
and  precocious,  the  first,  the  only  baby  ;  sweet,  pa- 
tient little  Lewis  ;  laughing,  joyous  little  Barnie  ;  fat, 
cherry  little  Emma ;  pale,  suffering  little  Joe  ;  rosy, 
bonnie  little   Elsie;  gay,    roUicksome,    golden-haired 
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little  Mary  ;  handsome,  chubby  little  Willie.  Three, 
five  and  six  years  since  some  of  you  left  us,  yet  how 
vivid  and  fresh  the  memory  of  your  sweet  faces,  glad 
voices  and  merry  prattle,  stored  away  till  we  come. 


Saturday,  August  25. — What  a  crowd  about  the 
Courier-Journal  building.  What  can  it  mean?  Anx- 
ious to  hear  the  result  of  the  contest  between  the 
notable  "nine"  immortal  Grays  with  the  Bostons. 
Whipped,  too  bad  I  Some  foul  play,  chicanery  among 
the  umpires.  Can't  be  the  invulnerable  nine  are  de- 
feated ?  A  murmur  of  regret,  a  deep,  solemn  feeling 
•of  disappointment;  one  would  judge  to  witness  the 
crestfallen,  chagrined  appearance  of  the  amateurs  and 
other  sympathizers  and  friends  some  great,  important, 
momentous,  vital  question,  affecting  our  country's 
good,  our  nation's  glory,  was  pending. 

Base  ball !  For  weeks,  for  months  the  papers  have 
been  filled  with  its  reports,  notes,  etc.  However 
^reat   a   dearth   exists  in   the   other    departments    of 


DAY    IN    AND    DAY   OUT.  2 1 3. 

news,  its  excerpts  and  extracts  are  the  more  ex- 
tended and  lively.  Despite  broken  cheek-bones,  dis- 
abled arms,  crippled  legs,  mutilated  hands  and  cracked 
brains,  the  interest  continues  unabated.  Sober  boys, 
grave  professors  are  amateurs,  preachers'  sons  are 
professionals — one  and  all,  little  and  big,  high  and 
low,  have  caught  the  epidemic.  Bobbie,  with  his 
miniature  ball,  pelts  away,  makes  foul  hits,  stray- 
plays  ;  still  he  and  Eddie  in  their  ignorance  find  great 
bliss  in  their  fancied  "  baseball."  I  have  never  seen 
a  game,  but  imagine  it  much  on  the  order  of  the 
pugilistic  combats  of  the  old  gladiators,  balls  used  as 
weapons  instead  of  sabres  and  swords.  Who  could 
have  originated  it  ?  and  what  could  have  suggested 
so  belligerent  a  sport?  are  questions  I  would  Hke 
some  of  their  umpires  to  impartially  decide,  and  to 
note  for  the  enlightenment  of  the  pubHc. 
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Wednesday,  August  29. — ''Miss  L.  is  as  fast  as 
lightning?"  What  a  commentary  !  What  a  record  ! 
Not  only  fast,  but,  as  lightning  implies,  very  fast, 
rapid.  And  it  signifies  even  more — flashy,  erratic, 
destructive.  Why  these  frequent  phenomena  ?  with 
every  safeguard  of  home,  precept  and  example. 
Why  these  continual  mutterings  and  thunderings  of 
calumny  against  the  fair  fame  of  our  girls?  Are 
they  merited  ?  Are  they  just  ?  Have  we,  indeed, 
so  many  swift,  roving,  wandering  girls  in  our  midst? 
Oh,  my!  With  ''The  Girls!"  "Our  Girls!" 
''American  Girls!"  "  Hmts  to  Girls!"  &c.,  will 
they  never  be  admonished  ?  Perhaps  we  scold  them 
too  much. 

The  times !  I  am  a  strong  advocate  of  natural  de- 
pravity, human  nature,  the  same  since  old  Adam  ; 
circumstances,  with  their  varied  revolutions  and  in- 
fluences, developing  or  suppressing  it  as  it  may  be. 
Thus  imprudent  girls,  thoughtless  girls,  fast  girls,  have 
been  from  time  memorial,  probably  this  degenerate 
day  producing  a  larger  yield  or  more  rank  growth,  as 
it  has  a  greater  abundance  of  the  noxious  forgers  and 
defaulters.       Friends,    parents,    philanthropists,    can 


DAY    IN   AND    DAY   OUT.  21$ 

you  offer  no  more  satisfactory  solution  for  the  cor- 
rupting, demoralizing,  present  condition  of  things, 
suggest  no  remedy,  no  antidote  for  the  foul  contami- 
nating infection  which  seems  to  be  prevailing? 

It  was  the  Sabbath,  warm  and  bright  without,  calm 
and  tranquil  within,  and  as  I  sat  in  the  house  of  God 
and  watched  the  congregation  file  in,  an  array  of  ele- 
gance and  extravagance,  old  women  of  fifty,  with 
fancy  curls,  mothers  and  matrons,  with  their  frizzes 
and  French  coils,  young  women,  with  their  gaudy 
display  of  feathers  and  flowers,  lace,  chains  and  brace- 
lets, girls,  children,  ranging  from  eight  to  twelve,  so 
decked  and  bedecked  that  if  we  did  not  see 
their  fresh,  young  faces  peering  out  from  under  the 
debris^  we  might  mistake  them  for  miniature  women, 
and  I  thought  here  was  a  prolific  source  of  the  evil 
— Vanity. 

Again,  it  was  afternoon,  the  air  soft  and  balmy,  in- 
viting the  gay,  the  giddy  to  the  promenade.  The 
streets  were  thronged,  ever  and  anon  flitted  by  the 
fine  devotee,  showy  extremest  of  fashion,  so  richly 
attired,  so  gorgeously,  conspicuously  adorned,  that  all 
wondered  and  amazed,  little  heeding  if  they  were  the 
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whited  sepulchres  ;  then  the  less  pretentious  aspirant^ 
straining  to  the  utmost  tension  their  ingenuity  and 
purses  to  emulate  their  gayer  sisters ;  then  the  hum- 
bler, plainer,  overweening  their  strength,  exhausting 
their  means ;  then  the  girl,  just  merging  into  her 
teens,  every  loop,  every  fold  artistically  arranged,, 
every  item  critically  an  fait,  from  the  petite  pocket, 
with  its  dainty  silk  kerchief,  to  the  cardinal  or  blue 
fan,  most  appropriate  for  the  occasion.  In  their 
pitiable  mimicry  of  life,  closing  the  drama  with  the 
farce,  "Little  Women,"  and  I  sighed  as  I  thought, 
here  was  one  germ  of  the  evil — Fashion. 

It  was  night — a  gala  night ;  the  rich,  the  gay,  the 
young,  the  chivalrous,  the  proud,  the  beautiful,  were 
assembled.  Would  to  God  in  this  dazzling  glitter  all 
had  been  gold;  but  mark,  mid  the  brilliant  pageantry, 
the  fastidious,  accomplished,  fascinating,  unscru- 
pulous knaves  and  experts  of  society,  the  heart- 
less, designing  flirt,  artful,  finished  coquette,  the 
corrupt,  the  impure,  incog?iito  they  mingle  with  the 
guileless,  the  innocent,  whirl  together  in  the  mazy 
dance;  and  I  thought  here  the  taint,  the  poison,  the 
cotagion  culminated — Vanity,  Fashion,  Society. 
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** Train  up  a  child  in  the  way  it  should  go,"  para- 
phrased. Force  it  up  in  the  way  it  should  not  go  ;  and 
lo  !  we  stand  aghast  with  horror  at  the  workmanship 
of  our  own  folly.      ''AH  is  vanity." 


SEPTEMBER. 

"Then,  soft  September,  seen 

In  a  nun-like  vail  of  mist. 
With  lashes  that  hide  demurely 

Two  glimmers  of  Amethyst." 

Sunday,  September  2. — Very  cool  and  damp,  yet 
off  to  the  camp  meeting  at  Kavanaugh  grounds  and  a 
merry  crowd  we  were,  more  seemingly  a  party  of  gay 
excursionists  than  grave  Presbyterians,  learned  Epis- 
copalians, shouting  Methodists,  and  firm  old  Iron- 
sides. Mr.  S.,  our  jovial,  hearty  ex-Sheriff,  with  his 
kind,  genial  wife  and  charming  daughters;  Mr.  H., 
the  urbane,  smiling  beau  (wife  at  home),  playing  the 
agreeable  to  a  group  of  merry  girls;  Mr.  L.,  one  of 
the  seven  martyrs,  looking  very  stoical  and  self-im- 
portant ;  the  bright,  talkative  Mrs.  B. ,  the  fat,  burly 
Bro.  M.,  stereotyped,  spectacled,  little  Mr.  G.,  with 
his  elder  sister,  looking  so  prim  and  precise,  yet  pleas- 
ant and  invitinc^,  Sic,  &c. 
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The  sights  long  the  route,  though  famiHar,  proved 
pleasing  and  diverting,  Bellewood,  Hobb's  Chapel, 
Forest  Academy,  with  the  many  rich  farms  and  hand 
some  places  interspersed.  Then  we  walked  over,  a 
nice  little  jaunt  through  a  pleasant  skirt  of  woods  and 
open  field,  to  the  Temple,  Tent  or  Pagoda,  which  is 
favorably  located,  ground  well  chosen,  and  building 
substantial  and  ample.  Bishop  Kavanaugh  preached 
the  dedicatory  sermon,  "  Where  I  record  my  name, 
&c."  Original  in  thought,  powerful  in  argument, 
ready  in  diction,  bold  and  intrepid,  he  stands  in 
the  hottest  of  the  combat,  wielding  skillfully  and 
unflinchingly  the  "sword  of  the  spirit."  After 
services  in  afternoon  an  old  blind  man  sang,  with 
singular  clearness  and  pathos,  ''I'm  a  poor  way 
faring  man,"  "Just  over  Jordan,"  and  how  vivid 
seemed  the  space  that  separated  him  from  the  glory 
awaiting  him ;  joy,  peace,  faith,  love,  beamed  in  that 
old  withered  face,  made  it  radiant ;  "  behold  the  skin 
of  his  face  shone."  One,  a  man  of  the  world  ex- 
claimed, * '  I  would  give  all  I  own  (and  he  had  great 
possessions),  to  experience  such  genuine  happiness 
and  trust ;  "  a  tear  glistened  in  the  eye  of  a  giddy  girl. 
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and  half  mockingly,  half  in  earnest?,  she  says  * '  it  must 
be  real."  The  thoughtless  reveler  heaved  a  sigh — all 
are  impressed.  "  God  hath  chosen  the  foolish  things 
of  the  world  to  confound  the  wise." 


Thursday,  September  6. — The  never-failing,  ever- 
recurring  theme,  marrying  and  giving  in  marriage. 
A  bright,  light-hearted  girl,  as  fresh  and  gushing  as  a 
May  morn,  declares  herself  in  a  quandary,  undecided, 
perplexed,  and  without  any  betrayal  of  confidence,  I 
can  tell  she  has  two  beaux,  both  eligible;  one  young, 
handsome,  promising;  the  other  advanced,  matured, 
complying ;  one  poor,  the  other  rich.  Can  you  guess 
which  ?  Now,  the  question  is,  to  be  or  not  to  be,  an 
old  man's  darling  or  a  young  man's  slave  ?  No  ma- 
neuverer  nor  matchmaker,  I  hesitate  to  advise  in 
affaires  du  coiier.  Unwilling  always  myself  to  be  con- 
trolled in  such  matters,  I  would  not  attempt  to  in- 
fluence others.  Indeed  I  invest  in  no  one  this  right 
but  a  parent,  and  then  with  limited  powers.  The  tie 
of  mere  difference  of  taste  must  be  carefully  counter- 
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balanced  by  their  veto  privilege,  for  much  wrong  has 
been  done  by  an  unwise,  mercenary,  or  selfish  exer- 
cise of  this  prerogative,  and  much  unhappiness  re- 
sulted from  a  willful  defiance  of  its  might  and  rule, 
but  I  determined  to  put  the  test:  "Which  do  you 
love?"  And  when  she  naively  replied,  '^Ik)th  of 
them,"  I  admitted  indeed  a  fearful  dilemma.  *'  Bob, 
you  know,  has  been  my  sweet-heart  for  years,  and  I 
feel  as  if  I  had  a  lease  upon  him  ;  but  Mr.  L.  is  so 
nice,  and  loves  me  dearly."  Twenty  years  older! 
How  does  mamma  counsel  ?  and  I  could  scarce  for- 
bear a  hearty  laugh  when  she  produced  a  letter,  and 
with  utmost  mock  gravity  read  an  ambiguous  strain, 
forming  an  odd  medley  of  sentiment,  feeling  and 
sterner  facts.  "  Without  love  there  is  no  happiness, 
yet  we  are  very  poor,  and  you  are  delicate ;  bear  in 
mind  the  old  adage,  '  When  poverty  comes  in  the  door 
love  jumps  out  the  window ; '  don't  be  hasty,  but 
choose  wisely.  Be  sure  to  wear  your  princess  to 
Amelia's  reception ;  'tis  the  most  becoming.  Sit  up 
straight,  and  don't  laugh  too  loud  and  seem  so  frivo- 
lous before  Mr.  L. ,  for  it  may  disgust  him.  And 
now,  my  dear  daughter,  I    would    commend    you   to 
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God.  Time  is  transient,  so  remember  thy  Creator  in 
the  days  of  thy  youth,"  etc.  If  Hke  mother,  hke 
daughter,  not  strange  she  was  unstable,  wavering,  ni 
suspense. 

Ah !  a  doubtable  love ;  one  which  permits  any 
questioning  or  reckoning,  is  as  unsafe  as  it  is  uncer- 
tain. 

"  Love,  well  thou  knowest,  no  partnership  allows; 
Cupid  averse,  rejects  divided  vows." 

"  Earth  holds  no  other  like  to  thee  ; 
Or  if  it  doth,  in  vain  for  me." 


Saturday,  September  8. — Exposition  opened  last 
Tuesday  under  the  most  favorable  auspices.  What  a 
delightful  place  to  spend  an  evening,  so  much  to  at- 
tract, please  and  beguile  the  hour.  The  gay  decora- 
tions, numerous  displays  ;  the  music,  Eichhorn's  band, 
the  ladies'  department,  the  art  gallery,  the  crowd  ; 
how  alluring,  how  enchanting.  To-day  is  virtually 
and  emphatically  the  children's  day.  Released  from 
school,  it  is  their  opportunity  to  see  and  be  seen,  and 
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mammas,  nurses,  papas,  grandmas,  grandpas,  aunties 
and  uncles  must  be  martyrs  to  the  occasion,  patiently 
muster  hither  and  yon,  wherever  their  caprice  or  fancy 
calls.  Tom  and  Jerry,  Prof.  Young's  unruly  boys, 
and  talking  figures,  are  very  popular;  benches,  chairs, 
stools,  standing,  sitting,  tiptoeing,  stretching,  room 
all  occupied.  How  they  enjoy  it,  such  hearty,  merry 
peals  of  laughter,  at  the  obstreperous  Jerry's  comical 
* 'All's"'  and  Tom's  quaint  drolleries.  The  automatic 
band,  as  large  as  life  and  as  stiff  and  self-important  as 
a  regular  dragoon,  Roger's  statuary,  &c.,  &c.  Free, 
I  roved  around  at  will.  Weary  at  last  with  my  pere- 
grinations I  sat  me  down  to  rest ;  chanced  to  get  by  a 
woman  with  a  baby,  whose  face  indicated  remarkable 
sagacity  or  cuteness,  sharp,  old  looking  eyes,  heavy 
suit  of  black  hair,  frizzed  in  front,  with  two  beau- 
catchers  above  each  ear,  which  respectively  supported 
a  pair  of  ponderous  drops.  Then  a  gold  ring,  con- 
fined by  a  ribbon  to  her  wrist,  chain,  bracelets,  with 
fancy  apron,  assimilating  overskirt,  a  broad  sash  girded 
about  her  tiny  waist,  and  slippers  in  imitation  of  New- 
port ties.  Scarce  two  years  old,  she  told  me,  and  I 
gazed   at  this  little  pigmy,    caricature  woman,  with   a 
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suppressed  feeling  of  horror  and  pity.  Several  times 
during  the  evening  I  passed  my  baby  woman,  caught 
a  glimpse  of  its  grotesque,  comical  features ;  old  head 
on  young  shoulders ;  heard  its  pitiful,  infant  wail,  and 
felt  tempted  to  tear  off  its  gaudy  trappings,  declare  the 
mother  insane,  and  crave  a  decree  of  court  to  make 
suitable  provision  for  the  child.  Concluded,  however, 
and  wisely,  too  to  attend  to  my  own  business,  and 
permit  mother  and  baby  to  do  the  same.  So  I  dis- 
missed them  and  resumed  the  promenade. 

Fell  in  with  an  old  lady  in  great  distress  and  trepi- 
dation. Joseph  had  seated  her  in  the  most  obscure 
and  retired  portion  of  the  building,  with  the  injunc- 
tion not  to  stir  until  he  got  back,  and  she  had  waited 
and  waited,  until  she  was  almost  exasperated ;  was 
all  strange  here,  and  was  afeard  to  rove  around  any, 
yet  she  hadn't  seen  any  of  the  sights.  She  couldn't 
for  the  life  of  her  tell  where  Joseph  was  ;  he  must  be 
lost,  for  he  was  ' '  uncommonly  pertickeler. ' '  I  offered 
to  escort  her  about  and  replace  her  in  good  order. 
At  first  she  hesitated  ;  at  last,  however,  accepted, 
though  somewhat  reluctantly,  declaring  that  it  would 
^'just  sarve  Joseph  right  to  get  a  leetle  skeered." 
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Dear  old  lady,  so  fixed  in  her  full  suit  of  alpacca, 
long  apron  front,  good  old-time  cape,  capacious  bon- 
net, muslin  handkerchief,  with  its  broad  lace,  fastened 
round  the  neck  with  a  huge  breastpin ;  her  large, 
commodious  kids,  indispensable  basket  and  heavy 
shawl,  gave  her  an  air  of  comfort  and  plenty,  her  sim- 
ple, unfeigned  surprise,  characteristic  comments  and 
involuntary  ejaculations  well  repaid  me  for  my  trouble 
and  dread  of  being  noted  and  reported,  "Mrs.  G.  and 
her  country  kin." 

We  met  Joseph,  an  overgrown,  verdant  youth,  as 
we  were  approaching  the  pop-corn  stand,  hungrily, 
greedily  watching  the  process  of  making  the  ice-cream 
candy.  ''You  can  give  me  a  lott)f  that,  please,  "  and 
his  old  mother  grabbed  him,  vehemently.  * '  What 
under  the  stars  have  you  been  doing  all  this  time?" 
An  awkward  introduction — "What  did  you  say  your 
name  was,  my  dear?  " — and  I  retired  to  leave  Joseph 
unembarrassed  to  explain  how  he  had  wandered 
around  and  around,  in  search  of  the  nook  where  he 
supposed  he  had  left  the  old  lady. 
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Monday,  September  io. — I  walked  to-day  some 
distance  behind  two  young  ladies,  school  girls,  I 
gleaned  from  their  conversation,  yet  out  in  the  gay 
adornments  or  plumage  of  full-fledged  debutantes. 
They  had  been  to  the  Exposition — held,  I  inferred,  ex- 
hibitors' tickets,  which  insured  them  a  display  along 
with  their  crafty  handiwork — a  motto,  which  had 
served  one  of  them  two  seasons,  and  a  borrowed 
cushion,  so  they  boasted.  They  had  engagements 
for  the  evening.  The  fairer  and  prettier  declared  she 
had  given  Jimmie  S.  such  a  broad  hint,  "  he  couldn't 
help  himself."  "  I  wouldn't  give  a  '  continental  '  to 
go  any  where  without  a  fellow  !  Strolling  around  by 
one's  self  or  tagging  on  to  some  girl  ain't  what  it  is 
cracked  up  to  be.  Hi  de  diddly  dee,"  and  suiting 
the  action  to  the  words,  she  skipped  lightly  and  flip- 
pantly along.  "  I  have  a  nev/  sweetness  for  to-night. 
You  just  ought  to  see  him  !  He's  so  nice,  you  bet! 
I've  mashed  on  him."  Feeling  as  much  startled  as 
if  she  had  uttered  an  oath,  I  passed  them  hurriedly, 
unable  to  bear  in  silence  longer  their  thoughtless, 
senseless  slang.  For  shame  !  for  shame !  I  mentally 
ejaculated.      Who  were  they  ?     Respectable  ?     Yes  ; 
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bon-tons,  unquestionably — F.  F.  K's.  The  father  of 
one  in  high  position,  honored,  esteemed  ;  the  mother 
of  the  other  a  leader,  peeress  in  society.  Whom  their 
prototypes  ?  Whence  their  precepts  ?  Whence  their 
examples?  Still  another  and  another  instance  of  the 
woeful  neglect  of  parents,  too  deeply  mersed  in  busi- 
ness, too  selfishly  grossed  in  pleasure  to  note  these 
outside  baneful  influences,  poisoning,  destroying  the 
beauty  and  grace  of  mind  and  heart.  Slang,  with  no 
legitimate  derivation,  unless  scJilingcn,  to  swallow,  no 
meaning  unless  low,  is  undignified  and  inelegant  in 
young  men,  but  in  young  ladies  inadmissible,  unpar- 
donable, disgusting,  and  whoever  indulges  in  it  does 
so  at  the  peril  of  a  goodly  report,  at  the  cost  and 
sacrifice  of  their  delicate  feminine  natures  and  pure, 
refined  tastes. 

Turning  a  corner,  peered  in  view  Miss  Lena  F.'s 
(a  school-girl,  too.)  fresh,  glowing  face,  proving,  in- 
deed, a  pleasant  sedative,  her  gentle,  mode^  mxanner, 
a  grateful  assuager  ;  out  of  the  abundance  of  a  kindly 
heart  her  mouth  speaking  words  becoming,  fitly 
chosen ;  her  life,  her  character  a  *'  corner-stone,  pol- 
ished after  the  similitude  of  a  palace."     Young  men^ 
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mark  the  contrast  and  choose  ye  between  them.  Let 
it  not  be  charged  to  you,  as  I  heard  the  other  day  by 
a  gay,  giddy  girl :  "We  have  to  be  fast  or  be  wall- 
flowers." 

**  Mark  the  converse  of    one  thou  lovest,    that   it 
be  simple  and  sincere." 


Tuesday,  September  ii. — A  tramp!  a  stroller, 
wanderer,  vagrant,  perhaps ;  a  big,  robust  man,  beg- 
ging his  breakfast,  with  the  pitiful  hackneyed  story, 
"  No  v/ork !  "  Perchance  an  imposter,  an  idler,  pro- 
fligate, drunkard,  maurauder,  thief,  yet  with  all  an 
unfortunate.  Secure  in  having  no  rich  service  nor 
costly  gems,  it  may  be  we  are  less  suspicious  and  feel 
more  for  these  wayfarers  ;  enjoy  the  avidity  with 
which  they  devour  the  tempting  morceaus  as  a  hun- 
gry mastiff  his  refuse  bone.  Will  transgress  forsooth 
the  bounds  of  squeami^i  prudence  and  propriety,  and 
talk  with  these  dogs,  outcasts.  God  have  mercy  on 
the  tramp,  the  chance  journeyer,  they  must  some- 
times be  needy,  sometimes  worthy,  always  unhappy. 


DAY    IN   AND    DAY   OUT.  229 

Short  time  since  a  fair,  fastidious  lady  dismissed  a 
tramp  from  her  door:  ''  He  was  able  to  work,  let 
him  go  and  find  something  to  do."  A  few  days  and 
tidings  ;  a  brother  in  a  distant  State,  disappointed,  out 
of  business,  out  of  money,  a  stranger  in  a  strange 
land,  depressed,  dispirited,  had  started  to  walk 
(tramp)  home,  had  sought  lodgings  of  a  family  and 
been  refused,  had  slept  on  the  bare  earth  with  no 
cover,  and  only  his  rude  bundle  for  a  pillow.  How 
different  now  the  aspect  of  the  tramp,  how  her  heart 
bounded  in  sympathy,  how  deeply  she  deplored  his 
situation,  how  bitterly  she  bewailed  his  helpless  con- 
dition, how  quick,  how  eager  to  hear  this  sorrowful 
story,  how  prompt  and  willing  to  respond,  extend 
help,  relief,  and  how  ready  to  condemn  the  cruel 
heartlessness  of  that  family.  It  was  Fred,  her  own 
noble,  proud  brother,  a  gentleman,  yet  with  his  faded 
clothes,  worn  pants,  rusty  boots,  shabby  hat,  long 
hair,  unshaven  beard,  no  other  than  a  tramp. 
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Wednesday,  September  12. — Ate  a  supper  to- 
night prepared  by  one  of  our  fairest  and  daintiest  girls; 
unassisted  she  made  the  fire  and  served  the  meal  or- 
derly and  punctually,  temptingly,  too,  with  fresh  cloth, 
clean  knives  and  forks,  smooth,  untarnished  ware, 
salt  cellars  in  trim,  &c.  The  coffee  was  good,  the 
biscuit  fine,  the  steak  superfine,  and  our  **maid" 
bright  and  cheerful.  What  more  pleasing  and  at- 
tractive picture,  than  this  domestic  beauty,  w^ith  her 
merry  dark  eye,  flushed,  glowing  cheek,  neat  dress, 
long,  "cook  apron,"  giving  us  such  gratifying  testi- 
monial of  her  worth  and  industry.  We  hear  a  great 
deal  about  the  laziness  of  the  girls  of  the  present  day, 
but  we  think  the  charge  unjust,  at  least  too  general, 
too  sweeping  in  its  application;  there  are  many,  yes 
very  many  exceptions;  Annie,  Josie,  Sallie,  Bettie, 
Rose  and  a  host  of  others,  who  make  the  lightest, 
nicest  bread,  choicest,  premium  cake,  richest,  most 
tempting  desserts,  supervise  the  preserves,  pickles  for 
mamma,  straighten,  dust  and  keep  every  thing  about 
them  tasty  and  comfortable. 

Wealth  and  civilization,  no  doubt,  with  their  count- 
less   inventions    and   innumerable    labor-saving   ma- 
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chines,  have  induced  greater  ease  and  self-indulgence. 
Sut  we  forget — now,  more  attention  and  time  is  de- 
voted to  education  or  "schooling"  than  formerly, 
and  this  very  study  or  acquisition  of  the  mind  re- 
quires as  much  labor  and  effort  as  the  old  training  or 
discipline  in  household  affairs,  weaving,  spinning, 
milking,  &c.  House  wife  (house  faith  or  trust)  to 
prove  true  as  wives,  mothers,  daughters,  to  the  con- 
fidence reposed  in  us  ;  become  thorough  economists, 
skillful  managers,  ordering  well  the  ways  of  our 
household. 

"The  surest  route  to  a  man's  heart  is  through  his 
palate."  However  dubious  the  compliment,  experience 
practically  demonstrates  the  fact,  whether  gourmand, 
epicure  or  not,  every  man  appreciates  and  enjoys  a 
good  dinner,  feels  the  more  complacent  and  docile 
because  of  it.  *'The  girl,  versed  in  the  mysteries  of 
cuisine,  is  a  priceless  boon  to  the  rich  man  and  a 
treasure,  a  fortune  to  the  poor  one."  Then,  girls,  it 
must  be  an  important,  essential  accomplishment  and 
you  should  give  it  heed.  To  be  an  "excellent  house- 
keeper "  is  a  far  more  desirable  and  enviable  reputa- 
tion than  to   be    a  belle,   a  star,   in  society;  it  will 
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better  fit  you  for  the  earnest  realities  of  life,  enable 
you  to  meet  its  contingencies,  its  cares,  its  experience. 
Rely  upon  it,  whether  rich  or  poor,  you  will  have  need 
of  the  useful  knowledge  and  practical  lessons  of 
housewifery.  Only  feel  impressed  with  the  grandeur 
of  your  mission  as  "helpmeets,"  discard  ease,  selfish- 
ness, determine  to  do  something  and  be  something, 
work,  keep  your  minds,  bodies  and  hearts  alive  and 
in  motion,  reheve,  comfort,  cheer  those  around, 
lighten  their  burdens,  share  their  cares  and  toils,  have 
regular  duties,  perform  them  promptly  and  faithfully, 
and  you  will  find  it  will  strengthen  you  physicially, 
make  you  morally  braver,  more  independent,  correct 
all  your  false  views  about  labor  being  servile,  menial, 
bring  you  in  sympathy  with  your  fellow  creatures, 
make  you  happier,  more  contented ;  quiet  the  old 
aching  and  gnawing,  restlessness,  to  be  always  in  a 
stir,  going,  or  having  some  one  with  you.  Novelty, 
excitement,  pleasure,  society,  will  only  be  enjoyed  the 
more  as  healthful  recreations.  ' '  For  nothing  lovelier 
can  be  found  in  woman  than  to  study  household  good, 
and  good  works  in  her  husband  to  promote." 
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Friday,  September  14. — ^J.'s  birthday.  Dear,  pa- 
tient, unselfish  J.,  how  long  and  how  bravely  she  has 
stemmed  the  tide,  and  to-day,  fi-om  a  distant  State, 
midst  privations  and  hardships,  come  the  grateful, 
pleasing  echoes  of  a  contented  spirit.  What  forti- 
tude, what  love,  what  satisfaction  her  simple  words 
convey. 

"  We  have  an  humble  home,  but  a  very  happy  one. 
I  am  blest  in  my  husband  and  children — all  in  all,  to 
me  they  are  a  very  joy.  We  work  through  the  day 
in  concert,  at  night  gather  together  and  laugh  and 
talk  away  our  cares."  Contentment  is  indeed  a  pre- 
cious jewel,  and  with  godliness  great  gain.  It  is  not 
what  we  have  but  what  we  enjoy  which  makes  us  rich 
in  this  world.  Few  that  have  much,  but  crave  more, 
vast  acquisitions  but  create  the  desire  or  thirst  for  yet 
greater  possessions.  Wealth  is,  as  *' learning,  whose 
greater  knowledge  presents  but  a  more  luring,  ex- 
tended view  to  our  wants."  Subjugation  after  subju- 
gation, triumph  after  triumph,  and  we  sigh  for  other 
realms  and  dominions  of  greed  and  gain  to  conquer. 

**  It  is  the  mynd  that  maketh  good  or  ill, 

That  maketh  wretch  or  happie,  riche  or  poore. 
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For  some  who  hath  abundance  at  his  will, 
Hath  not  enough  but  wants  in  greater  store, 

And  other  that  hath  little  ask  no  more, 
But  in  that  little  is  both  rich  and  wise." 


Sunday,  September  i6th. — Day  of  Atonement! 
Went  to  the  temple  ;  we  were  rather  early,  witnessed 
the  ingathering  of  the  Children  of  Israel.  How  solemn 
and  how  touching,  just  at  the  going  down  of  the  sun, 
the  sky  still  blazoned  and  ruddy  with  the  amber  light, 
day  shutting  out,  evening  shades  falling,  the  Jews  going 
up  to  the  Temple,  "  windows  open  to  Jerusalem,"  to 
commemorate  this  great  feast.  The  Temple,  majestic 
and  lofty,  with  its  high  arched  walls,  richly  frescoed, 
the  sacred  alter,  the  holy  of  holies,  with  its  pure  im- 
maculate veil,  the  rabbi,  the  people;  how  it  all  im- 
pressed me.  The  Jew,  the  despised,  contemned  Jew, 
once  so  highly  favored  of  God,  now  scattered,  divided, 
yet  as  a  remnant  retaining  his  individual  distinctive 
characteristics.  Clannish  in  communities,  clinging  to 
each   other,    preserving  wonderfully  their  unity  and 


DAY    IN    AND    DAY    OUT.  235 

identity.  The  rich  Jew,  the  poor  Jew,  the  proud  Jew, 
the  humble  Jew,  the  French  Jew,  Portuguese  Jew^  still 
Jews.  *'  Prejudiced,  ignorant  of  this  mystery,"  wise  in 
our  own  conceit,  we  too  often  arrogate  to  ourselves  an 
unjust  superiority.  That  there  are  mercenary  Jews, 
illiterate  Jews,  even  coarse,  uncouth  Jews,  we  do  not 
deny,  but  as  Jews  we  contend  they  are  more  marked, 
signaled.  We  have  just  as  many  black  sheep  in 
our  own  folds,  but  we  fail  to  detect  them  as  readily; 
though  as  conspiciously  shoddy  and  unworthy  access 
into  our  homes  and  inns,  yet  we  admit  them  irrespect- 
ively, indiscriminately.  One  asks,  how  can  we  associ- 
ate with  those  who  do  not  observe  our  Sabbath.  How 
many  with  whom  we  associate  not  only  do  not  observe 
it,  but  desecrate  it.  Another  surprisingly  exclaims, 
**  Strange  you  can  be  so  intimate  with  Mrs. — ,ajew. " 
Ah,  you  don't  know  her  or  you  would  not  wonder 
at  our  esteem,  our  confidence,  our  love.  Refined,  in- 
telligent, charitable  in  its  broadest  sense,  giving  alms, 
helping  the  needy,  pitying  the  poor,  uplifting  the  fal- 
len, cheering  the  faint-hearted,  comforting  the  sor- 
rowing.     Our  friend,  our  neighbor. 

Now,  who   arc  the  Jews?     Descendants  of  Jacob, 
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the  great  progenitor  of  mighty  nations  and  great  kings,. 
a  separate,  a  chosen  race.  To  the  Jews  was  deHvered 
our  decalogue  or  moral  law.  To  the  Jews  was  first 
transmitted  the  care  of  the  sacred  writings,  and  to 
their  scrupulous  fidelity  and  exactness  of  this  solemn 
trust,  we  are  indebted  for  their  preservation  and 
purity.  The  Jews,  too,  unwittingly  laid  the  foundation 
of  our  own  cherished  religion — proved  the  little  leaven 
that  leavened  the  whole  lump.  And  to-day  they  are 
no  meagre,  insignificant  horde,  as  many  of  us  suppose, 
numbering  from  four  to  six  millions. 

God's  own  peculiar  people.  **And  so  all  Israel 
shall  be  saved,"  as  it  is  written,  "There  shall  come 
out  of  Zion,  the  deliverer,  &c.,"  to  be  released,  re- 
stored, as  "  life  from  the  dead,"  in  God's  own  ap- 
pointed time  and  way.  When  *'  the  Messiah  cometh  " 
shall  have  died  away  in  the  fruition  and  fullness  of 
time,  when  every  knee  shall  bow  and  every  tongue 
confess  Him  Lord  of  Lords  and  King  of  Kings,  "  the 
Messiah  hath  come"  shall  echo  throughout  the  broad 
earth.  Then  shall  the  glory,  the  grandeur  and  the 
power  of  the  Jew  be  reclaimed. 
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*' Jerusalem  !  Jerusalem  !  How  often  would  I  have 
gathered  thy  children  together  as  a  hen  gathereth  her 
chickens,  and  ye  would  not,  &c." 


Monday,  September  17. — Eventful  day!  Grand, 
gloomy,  peculiar.  For  the  while  hard  times  are  for- 
gotten ;  only  the  inveterate  umph  !  of  the  grumbler, 
the  chronic  pshaw !  of  the  croaker,  or  the  more  potent 
sigh  of  the  sage  remind  us  we  stand  upon  the  verge 
of  a  mighty  precipice,  momentous  crisis.  In  the 
whirl  we  have  no  time  to  think,  in  the  magnitude  of 
our  own  importance,  in  the  great  distinction  conferred 
as  the  standard-bearers  of  the  ensign  of  peace,  recon- 
ciliation and  good  will,  all  minor  considerations  and 
minor  points  are  waived.  Elated,  eager,  with  the 
crowd,  we  press  to  see  the  spectacle,  show — , 

He's  our  President  and  this,  I  trow, 
Were  enough  indeed  for  us  to  know. 

Privileged,  we  strolled  leisurely  through  the  great 
halls  and  salons  of  the  Gait  House,  and  noted  with 
pleasure  and  pride  the  magnificent,  sumptuous  prepar- 
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ations.  The  parlor,  with  its  huge  emblematical  eagle 
of  tuberoses  and  purple  violets,  its  superb  decora- 
tions of  fragrant  flowers  and  blooming  exotics, 
silken  flags,  evergreens  and  myrtles,  with  the  richer 
flush  of  beauteous  buds,  twined  and  entwined  grace- 
fully here  and  there  throughout  the  whole. 

**  The  suite  of  rooms,"  comfortable,  elegant,  sur- 
passingly beautiful  and  au  fait^  with  their  enchanting, 
harmonious  combination  of  rich  tapestry,  rare  paint- 
ings, costly  furniture ;  fair  blending  of  cut-glass, 
bohemian,  lace,  satin,  silver,  bronze  and  marble ;  re- 
splendent with  crimson  glow,  golden  hues,  azure 
lights,  rosy  tints  ;  redolent  with  the  soft,  balmy  per- 
fumes of  the  heliotrope,  pomegranate,  palm,  migno- 
nette, violet  and  gladiolli ;  stirred  by  gentle  zephyrs 
and  wafted  by  soft,  aeolian  airs.  And  the  ball 
room  !  The  supper  or  banquet  room,  with  its  daz- 
zling lights,  exuberant  floral  display,  rich  plate, 
luring  service,  tempting  viands,  luscious  fruits, 
choice  dainties,  ample,  plenty,  hospitable,  profusion, 
brilliant  excess  and  lavish  superabundance  ;  the  fctCy 
the  dance,  the  costumes,  the  music. 

The  crowd    of  the  day,  the  procession,  the  milita- 
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ry,  the  band,  the  booming  of  cannon,  the  salutes, 
greeting,  the  speeches,  the  cheering,  the  enthusiasm. 
The  crowd  of  the  night  at  Exposition ;  twenty  thou- 
sand, €71  masse,  packed,  jammed,  crashed.  The  mo- 
mentum of  the  moving  throng,  ascending  and  de- 
scending to  gain  a  hand-shaking,  a  word,  a  peep. 
The  platform  or  throne  with  its  rich  drapery,  the 
noise,  the  buzz,  the  stampeding,  the  entrancing  mu- 
sic, flashing  lights,  gay  glitter  of  beauty  and  fashion 
— every  body  and  every  thing  radiant  with  cheer  and 
enjoyment,  was  indeed  a  grand,  stupenduous  sight. 
Such  luxurious  splendor,  such  gorgeous  parade,  such 
honor,  such  homage  were  well  fitting  a  Persian  King, 
a  Turkish  Sovereign  or  an  Oriental  Monarch. 


Tuesday,  September  i8. — In  afternoon.  Governor's 
reception !  How  provoking!  they  only  promenaded  the 
hall,  bowed,  and  shook  hands.  Much  disappointment 
was  felt  and  expressed  that  Hampton  did  not  speak ; 
many  regretted  coming;  pronounced  it  a  *  'sell, "  but  se- 
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cure  in  my  exhibitor's  ticket,  I  felt  very  independent. 
The  gubernatorial  party,  after  a  tramp  or  two,  very 
quietly,  mysteriously  glided  into  the  press  or  club- 
rooms,  ostensibly  to  enjoy  a  respite  from  the  public 
gaze  and  stare,  yet  really  to  partake  of  the  hospitality 
of  the  hosts  there.  How  painful  and  tiresome  to  be 
great,  and  yet  at  times  how  very  pleasant  and  conve- 
nient to  be  feted  and  entertained.  I  chanced  in  the 
vicinity  when  their  sudden  disappearance  was  creating 
a  press  and  sensation.  Near  the  entrance,  guarded 
and  posted,  stood  an  old  lady,  Mrs.  H.  Noting  her 
quiet,  gentle,  dignified  appearance,  I  accosted  her,  re- 
marking the  general  chagrin  at  not  hearing  Gov.  H. 
I  soon  found  she  was  not  a  sympathizer  with  my  ex- 
treme ultra  furore,  yet  was  waiting  to  be  presented 
to  the  General,  who  was  an  old  acquaintance,  having 
been  entertamed  by  her  many  >ears  ago  when  a 
brave  young  soldier.  Messenger,  sergeant-at-arms, 
returned  soon  and  escorted  us  in,  for  again  I  chanced 
to  be  privileged  ;  had  the  pleasure,  the  honor  of  an 
introduction,  and  was  permitted  to  exchange  saluta- 
tions with  the  veritable  Wade  Hampton,  a  {^\n  brief 
words  of  greeting  and  adieu.     How  gentlemanly  and 
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courtly  his  manner,  how  pleasant  and  genial  his  face, 
determined  and  resolute  the  flash  of  his  dark  eye, 
quick  yet  firm  and  steady  the  step  of  the  soldier,  the 
gallant,  proud  veteran.  At  night  President  Hays 
bid  us  adieu  and  spoke  with  the  rest,  honest  acclama- 
tions of  pleasure  resounded,  but  louder,  wilder  the 
murmur  of  applause,  more  exultant  the  cheering,  not 
that  we  loved  Caesar  less,  but  Rome  more,  not  that  we 
had  forgotten  our  decorum,  but  Wade  Hampton,  the 
loved  hero  of  the  South  appeared,  satisfied  the  clamor 
of  the  people,  addressed  them;  intently,  eagerly  we 
strained  forward  to  catch  the  faintest  sound  ;  not  a 
word  was  lost.  Forgive  us,  but  something  oi  the 
old  fire  for  the  time  kindled  and  warmed  our  hearts, 
and  the  very  house  shook  and  trembled  with  the  re- 
verberations of  joyful  shouts  and  gladdening  huzzas. 
I  heard  an  anecdote  of  him  to-day  which  illustrates 
why  he  is  held  in  such  universal  esteem  among  us. 
At  one  of  his  recent  receptions  here,  Mr.  A.  M.,  an 
old,  substantial,  plain,  but  intelligent  and  wealthy 
farmer  of  our  county,  called  upon  him,  walking 
directly  in  front  of  the  Governor,  sajis  ceremom'e,  gave 
him  a  hearty,  cordial  grip,  exclaiming :     *  'I  am  glad 
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to  see  you,  sir,  and  have  the  opportunity  of  shaking 
once  more  the'hand  of  an  honest  man. "  The  Governor 
was  gratified  and  touched  by  this  simple,  sincere 
tribute  and  its  pleasing  humor,  and  returned  with  his 
usual  spirit  and  suavit>"  the  warm  grasp. 

And  now,  Mr.   President,  after  all  the  fass, 
Pray !  which  is  most  honored,  you  or  us  ? 


Friday.  September  21. — Heard  [Mary  Anderson 
in  Ion,  a  tragedy.  She  is  truly  a  ''prodigy,"  a  won- 
derful, astonishing  genius,  a  girl,  an  immature,  unde- 
veloped woman^  a  child  almost  in  years,  to  exhibit 
such  powers,  such  abihty.  and  achieve  such  praise, 
applause.  But  a  short  while  ago,  and  many  of  us 
can  recall  a  wild,  harum-scarum  jetine  fille,  climbing 
fences,  compagne  of  the  boys,  bantering  and  challeng- 
ing them  to  a  game  of  ball ;  in  scholarship  mediocre, 
in  dress  careless,  neglige;  in  manner  impulsive,  im 
petuous,  always  partaking  something  of  the  sensa- 
tional or  the  highly  wrought ;  theatrical,  as- 
sembling mock  audiences,  assuming  mock  parts 
and  acting   mock    plays.      The  comedienne    in    em- 
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bryo.  Now,  most  amazing  transformation,  a  lithe, 
graceful,  trim  little  body,  a  star,  with  promise  of  a 
brilliant  career ;  she  has  defects,  foibles,  somewhat 
inartistic  perhaps,  which  but  seem  attractive  and  win 
ning  in  the  amateur  girl,  but  must  and  will,  no  doubt, 
be  corrected  in  the  professional  woman.  The  scene 
where  she  stealthily  steals  into  the  sleeping  apartment 
of  Adrastas  to  take  his  Hfe,  under  the  bane  of  a  solemn 
vow,  her  conflicting  emotions,  irresolution  and  daring 
determination,  is  grand  in  conception  and  role.  Her 
naive  simpHcity,  artless  genuineness,  girhsh  freshness 
and  crowning  purity,  her  beauty,  her  youth,  serve  as 
powerful  accessaries  to  her  popularit>\  God  grant 
she  may  ever  keep  them  as  untarnished,  unsullied. 


Wednesday,  September  26. — Who  is  it  that  has 
said  ' '  Men  have  no  curiosit\'  and  are  no  bearers  of 
news."  If  not,  what  means  then  that  suspicious  cau- 
cus in  such  close  conference.  Messrs.  Sniffles,  Boggs 
and  Scraggs  ?  Can  they  be  an  investigating  commit- 
tee, officially  appointed,  or  are   they    a   self-constitu- 
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ted  gossiping  board  ?     Listen  !  eavesdrop  awhile,  and 
we  can  best  determine. 

*'  It  is  currently  circulated  and  pretty  generally  be- 
lieved that  Mr.  H.  is  a  bankrupt,"  Mr.  Scraggs  pre- 
ambles. 

**  Mr.  H.  !"  and  Brother  Sniffles,  a  calculating ^;ir-<9^- 
cio,  wonderingly  peers  over  his  spectacles  and  ex- 
claims,   "  Tut !  tut !  what  are  we  all  coming  to  !  " 

**  Umph! "  Squire  Boggs  ventures  by  way  of  an 
escape  valve,    "fast  living,  fast  living!   I  thought  so." 

Then  little  Mr.  Scraggs,  chairman  and  spokeman, 
resumes:  ''  My  wife  (woman  enters  forsooth  a  botic 
emessaire)  says  she  called  there  last  week,  and  Mrs. 
H.,  his  silly  new  wife,  came  looming  down  the  steps 
with  a  cloak  which  struck  her  heels,"  (minus  a  yard 
or  three-quarters,  her  last  winter's  style,  remodeled 
by  longer  fringe),  ''  but  women  will  dress." 

*'Yes!"  Brother  Sniffles,  in  rotation,  remarks, 
"  there's  poor  Mr.  B.,  who  defaulted  last  week;  stu- 
penduous  fraud  that,  I  declare  !  They  say  his  wife 
was  the  cause  of  the  whole  thing." 

"Umph  !"  quoth  the  Squire,  again,  "fastage,  fastliv- 
ing,  fast  women   and  fast   men,"  he  facetiously  adds, 
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giving  Mr.  Scraggs  an  exceedingly  dubious  hunch, 
who  fails  to  note  the  point  and  proceeds,  thirdly,  to 
offer  Brother  S.  in  motion. 

''Terrible!  terrible!  that  of  Brother  S.  ;  serious 
charges  indeed  ;  affecting  his  honor,  his  manliness,  and 
ruinous  to  our  cause." 

'*  Do  you  credit  the  tale,  Mr.  Scraggs?"  ''Non- 
sense! nonsense!"  impatiently  ejaculates  Brother 
Sniffles,  "  he's  as  innocent  as  you  or  I." 

"  Umph  !  No  doubt !  No  doubt !"  chuckles  the 
Squire,  waggishly ;  this  time  treading  on  little  Mr. 
Scragg's  toes,  which  he  indignantly  resents,  as  an 
unwarrantable  familiarity,  by  a  furious  shuffle  and  sig- 
nificant scowl  of  reproof 

Enough !  we  are  satisfied,  this  is  none  other  than  a 
veritable  meeting  of  chatterers,  curious  idlers,  as  gen- 
uine and  confirmed  as  any  dame  pot-company  or 
spinster  tea-gathering  upon  record. 

So  Mr.  H.,  Mr.  B.,  Brother  S.,  Mrs.  L.  ind  Sister 
N.  are  thoroughly  canvassed  and  summarily  disposed 
of,  by  these  male  and  female  tribunals  of  prattlers, 
their  indiscretions  and  improprieties  discussed,  em- 
bellished and  tinged.      No  one  for  their  lives  can  tell 
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the  exact  specific  charges,  no  one  can  conjecture  or 
surmise  their  origin,  being  in  possession  of  sundry 
and  divers  vague,  uncertain  reports  ;  they  are  ready 
enough  to  give  them  credence  and  send  them  afloat, 
adding  to  their  mysterious,  hidden  aspect,  by  their 
own  mysterious,  significant  assent,  and  the  world, 
eager  for  every  sensational  morceau,  greedily  receives 
them  and  courteously  passes  them  around. 

A  little  matter  kindleth  a  great  fire.  '*  And  wan- 
dering from  house  to  house,  not  only  idlers  but  tat- 
tlers, and  busy  bodies  speaking  things  they  ought 
not  "of  a  very  small  thing,  harmless  of  itself,  they 
create  much  mischief.  There  can  be  but  one  safe 
rule,  and  especially  for  those  of  the  household  of 
faith.  Abstain  not  only  from  evil  but  the  very  ap- 
pearance thereof,  "not  doubled-tongued  "  but  faith- 
ful in  all  things ;  then  will  you  be  found  **  blameless, " 
<'  having  a  good  report  of  them  without. "  Not  furnish 
the  fuel  which  must  cause  the  smoke.  *  *  News  hunters 
have  great  leisure  with  little  thought ;  much  petty  am- 
bition to  be  thought  intelligent  without  any  other  pre- 
tension than  to  communicate  what  they  have  just 
learnt." 


O  QTO B  E  R. 

"Then,  flushed  October,  she 
Whose  joys  with  pain  are  blent, 
Like  a  queen  whose  soul  is  aching 
Amid  pomps  magnificent.  " 

Monday,  October  i. — Man  here  to-day  with  basket 
of  notions  to  sell ;  he  had  an  honest,  open  counten- 
ance, manly  face,  and  wore  the  indisputable  badge  of 
the  Murphyite,  the  blue  ribbon.  I  questioned  him 
hoA^  long  he  had  belonged  to  the  order  ?  *  'Three  weeks" 
he  said.  "  Do  you  think  it  will  last  long?"  "I  don't 
know,  ma'am,  but  one  thing  I'm  sure  of,  a  pair  of 
shoes  for  my  wife  that  will  last  all  the  winter  at 
least." 

The  Murphyites  have  grown  in  great  numbers  and 
great  strength  in  our  midst.  Whether  as  all  such 
agitations,  when  the  excitement  subsides,  the  fervor 
and  interest  will  not  die  out  and  the  lapt  state  of  the 
reformed  be  worse  than  the  first,  we  can  not  and  will 
not  be  uncharitable   enough  to  predict,  but  certain 
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it  is  if  there  be  but  one  reclaimed,  a  father,  a  hus- 
band, a  brother  restored,  it  were  well  worth  all  the 
labor  and  money  expended.  A  drunkard !  How 
sad,  how  pitiable.  Once  1  waited  with  a  young 
wife  the  return  of  her  husband ;  it  was  her  wedding 
night,  and  only  the  second  anniversary  ;  she  had  a 
nice  supper  prepared,  herself  carefully  attired,  her 
ht)use  neatly  tidied,  every  thing  cosy  and  inviting. 
Seven  !  Eight !  The  little  clock  chimed,  and  with  a 
troubled  heart  and  quivering  voice  she  ordered  tea  to 
be  served ;  the  constraint,  the  embarrassment  was  pain- 
ful, she  anxious  and  restless,  yet  striving  to  discharge 
the  duties  of  the  hostess,  seem  to  be  agreeable  and 
entertaining,  while  I  was  exerting  myself  to  the  ut- 
most to  divert  her  wandering  thoughts ;  at  last,  over- 
come, her  heart  too  full,  she  pushed  aside  the  boun- 
tiful plate,  untouched,  and  bowed  her  head  and 
sobbed  aloud.  How  mute  and  eloquent  those  tears, 
how  touching  and  tender  her  grief,  and  how  delicate 
and  womanly  her  reserve  ;  no  upbraiding,  no  chiding  ! 
He  came,  but  I  would  forbear  to  give  the  sequel  to 
the  stranger  and  more  curious  public. 

And  only  last  week  an  old  mother  went  out  at  the 
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dark  and  silent  hour  of  midnight  in  search  of  an  err- 
ing boy  ;  she  found  him  in  one  of  the  many  haunts  of 
vice,  flourishing  in  one  hand  a  foaming  goblet,  in  the 
other  brandishing  a  glittering  knife,  while  those  around 
waited  in  dread  suspense  an  officer  to  take  him  in 
charge  ;  unobserved  by  him  she  entered,  and  walking 
quietly  beside  him,  laid  her  hand  gently  upon  his 
arm,  "  My  son!  "  His  astonishment  was  great;  in 
stantly  his  arms  fell,  precipitating  the  glass  with  its 
mocking  contents  to  the  floor,  a  crushed  mass,  and 
the  knife  harmless  at  her  feet.  ''  Mother,  what  are 
you  doing  here  at  this  hour  of  the  night,  any  way?" 
Rejoiced  every  manly  instinct  was  not  stultified,  she 
would  press  her  advantage  : 

'*I  am  alone,  Harry,  and  want  you  to   go   home 
with  me." 

"  Certainly !    certainly !    only  let   me  get   another 
little  bit." 

"No,    my   son,   you    can  not  wait ;  Little  Nell    is 
dying,  and  wants  to  see  you." 

**  Dying,  mother?"  piteously  wailed  the  intoxicated, 

sorrow-stricken  brother. 

Since,  they  have  laid  Little  Nell  to  rest ;  he  was  too 

p 
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late  to  receive  the  tender,  loving  kiss  of  recognition. 
"  Didn't  know  him  !"  Ah  !  it  was  well  she  did  not, 
for  her  pure  young  spirit  would  have  been  disturbed 
by  the  frightful  sight.  He  had  carried  her  about  in 
his  great  strong  arms,  devised  and  fashioned  for  her 
nice  toys,  drawn  her  funny  pictures,  and  told  her 
stories,  brought  her  home  bright  red  apples,  fresh 
buns  and  cooling  grapes ;  and,  oh  !  how  she  loved 
and  missed  him. 

''Mother,  why  don't  Brother  Harry  come?  Is  he 
so  busy  at  the  store  ?  Does  he  know  his  Little  '  Puss  ' 
is  sick?" 

And  again.  'Tis  morning ;  all  night  the  anxious, 
lone  watchers  have  tended  the  bedside  of  a  loving 
wife  and  gentle  mother ;  life  is  fast  waning ;  wearily 
she  opens  her  great,  beautiful  blue  eyes,  from  which 
the  fire  and  luster  are  fast  fading,  and  asks,  * '  Has  he 
come?"  Reluctantly  but  gently  comes  the  response, 
''No!"  And  she  sighs,  ah,  so  sadly.  A  tear  lingers, 
softening  and  moistening  the  drooping  lash,  then 
steals  adown  the  wasted  face ;  it  is  her  last.  An  hour, 
and  all  things  earthly  have  passed  from  her  vision. 
Dying,  she  is  dying,  when  a  haggard,  disordered,  for- 
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bidding  looking  object,  roughly  intrudes  upon  the 
sanctity  of  the  scene  ;  without  reserve  or  molestation, 
walks  heavily  and  rudely  to  the  bedside,  and  calls, 
**  How  are  you,  old  girl?" 

Could  she  have  peered  through  the  thick  film 
gathering  ?  Could  she  have  caught  the  echo  of  the 
old  familiar  voice?  A  moment  a  troubled  expression 
passed  over  her  placid  features,  then  rested  the  peace- 
ful'smile  of  "the  calm  of  death,  "  and  her  spirit  had 
winged  its  flight.  How  inhuman,  how  brutal  and  how 
unnatural  !     Yet  it  is  true. 

"Who's  to  blame?"  the  dram-seller  or  the  poor 
inebriate,  possessed  as  it  were,  of  a  consuming  fire,  a 
devouring  appetite,  insatiable  thirst,  a  fierce  spirit, 
tearing  and  destroying  both  soul  and  body.  Poor 
fellow,  he  ought  to  have  more  courage  and  manliness, 
nerve  himself  to  resist  the  bright  allurements  of  the 
gaudy,  enticing  saloons,  cozy,  inviting  card-rooms, 
cheerful,  glittering  restaurants,  where  are  laid  for 
him  the  golden  traps,  gilded  snares  and  dazzling 
baits,  which  capture  and  enslave  him.    But  he  has  not. 

"  Oh  !  thou  invisible  spirit  of  wine,  if  thou  hast  no 
name  to  be  known  by,  let  us  call  thee  devil  i  *     *     * 
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Oh  !  that  men  should  put  an  enemy  to  their  mouths, 
to  steal  away  their  brains  ;  that  we  should,  with  joy, 
revel,  pleasure  and  applause,  transform  ourselves 
into  beasts  !" 


Saturday,  October  6. — After  a  quiet  stroll,  mus- 
ingly noting  along  the  way  the  frolic  of  the  winds,  the 
falling  of  the  ruddy,  bright-hued  leaves,  the  sporting 
of  the  sunshine,  we  dropped  in  the  Conservatory  of 
Music,  was  ushered  into  the  large  reception-room,  a 
bright,  attractive  apartment.  Mrs.  M.  was  in  and  at 
leisure,  receiving  us  with  her  usual  ready  ease  and 
pleasing  grace. 

We  found  the  genial  warmth  and  cheer  of  a 
glowing  fire,  and  the  kindly  pleasantry,  and  earnest- 
ness of  an  animated  conversation  so  agreeable  and  be- 
guiling that  we  trespassed  or  lingered  an  hour  or 
more. 

' '  A  conservatory,  an  association  or  company  for 
promoting  good  music,  preserving  and  emulating  a 
pure  taste  for  same." 
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The  one  in  our  midst  has  been  in  operation  three 
years,  is  conducted  by  a  lady  of  great  refinement  and 
cultivation,  supported  by  a  full,  competent  corps  of 
professors,  is  furnished  with  the  finest  instruments  of 
every  variety,  enjoys  the  greatest  facilities  of  ad- 
vancement, with  all  the  comfort  and  security  of  a 
home.  Mrs.  M.,  its  principal,  the  widow  of  the  late 
Hon.  Harvey  Myers,  is  a  native-born  Kentuckian, 
of  an  ardent,  enthusiastic  temperament ;  every  feeling, 
every  energy  centered  upon  her  great  work ;  skilled 
herself,  she  is  ambitious  to  have  her  pupils  excel. 

And  her  entertaining  recitations,  viusicales,  soirees, 
and  concerts  give  ample  testimony  of  her  success.  It 
is  a  mighty  undertaking,  involving  great  risk,  great 
labor,  great  expense  and  great  anxiety.  No  wonder 
then  she  feels  astonished  and  chagrined  at  the  ignor- 
ance and  indifference  exhibited  in  the  enterprise,  of- 
ten persons  visiting  the  hall,  expressing  surprise  at  its 
very  existence.  ''  My  dear  friends,"  she  exclaims  in 
despair,  "  don't  you  read  the  papers?"' 

Ah,  well !  Louisville  is  tardy  perhaps  to  acknowl- 
edge and  own  merit,  but  one  thing  comforting,  when 
she  does  approve,  she  is  neither  fickle   nor  sparse  in 
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her  patronap^e  or  favor.  It  is  a  good  thing  to  be 
able  to  boast  with  our  sister  cities  such  an  institution, 
where  our  amateur  talent  may  be  trained  and  edu- 
cated properly.  Let  us  but  comprehend  the  advan- 
tage, appreciate  the  boon,  and  we  will  cheerfully  co- 
operate and  heartily  aid  its  gentle,  hopeful  leader  to 
attain  her  fondest  aspirations,  highest  acme  of  excel- 
lence and  superiority. 


Monday,  October  8. — Was  grieved  to-day  to  hear 
one,  not  of  us,  exclaim,  "  Is  it  possible  such  a  mercenary 
and  selfish  man  as  Mr.  L.  is  an  officer  in  the  church!" 
And  only  a  short  while  ago  as  much  surprise  was  ex- 
pressed that  Mrs.  J.  (a  professor  for  years)  was  a 
member  at  all  ?  Hovv  sad  God's  children  should  so 
conform  to  the  world,  mingle  and  intermingle  with 
the  sons  and  daughters  of  Belial,  as  not  to  be  distin- 
guished from  them,  as  greedy  of  gain,  as  grasping,  as 
selfish.  With  no  badge  or  uniform  by  which  they 
are  known,   walking  in    forbidden   paths,  engaging  in 
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unhol}/  pursuits,  ''touching  the  unclean  thing." 
*'  Men  found  gathering  sticks  upon  the  Sabbath,"  re- 
belHous  Korahs,  idolatrous  Micahs,  coveteous  Achans 
in  the  camp,  troubling  Israel,  impeding  her  advance, 
destroying  her  might  and  power,  obscuring  her  light 
and  glory.  May  not  this  laxness,  countenancing  con- 
niving at  sin  on  the  part  of  Christians  account  for  the 
falling  off  of  the  church,  her  insensibility,  lethargy, 
deadness  ?  explain  to  a  great  extent  the  degeneracy  of 
the  times  ?  The  cloud  abides  over  the  tabernacle,  the 
journeyings  cease,  and  the  children  of  Israel  rest  in 
their  tents. 

"Wherefore  come  out  from  among  them,  be  ye 
separate,  saith  the  Lord." 

How  many  of  us  are  thus  condemned  ? 

**Let  each  one  esteemed  thy  servant 
Shun  the  world's  bewitching  snares." 

''To  live  is  Christ." 


2^6  DAY    IN    AND    DAY    OUT. 

Thursday,  October  ii. — Spent  afternoon  at  Ex- 
position with  Mary  R.,  a  mute  ;  how  wonderfully  is 
suppHed  to  these  unfortunates  the  deficiency  of 
hearing  and  speaking  by  their  ready  aptness  and  cute- 
ness  of  perception  !  How  I  enjoyed  her  minute  inspec- 
tion, keen  observation,  detecting  here  and  there  some 
hidden  beauty,  some  obscure  defect,  the  lightest 
shade  or  coloring  not  escaping  her  searching,  pene- 
trating eye.  Her  eagerness  to  point  them  out,  her 
significant  signs  and  comical  mimicry  of  the  peo- 
ple, their  dress,  &c. 

The  paintings  proved  especially  attractive  to  her ; 
how  tenderly  and  earnestly  she  gazed  upon  the 
**  Mountain  Road,"  the  worn  by-path,  the  old,  fa- 
mihar  wagon,  the  winding  descent,  the  mossy  stream, 
all  so  vivid  and  natural,  touched  her  deeply,  and  lift- 
ing her  hands  as  if  in  praise  and  thanks,  she  spelled 
reverently,  ** genius."  Differently,  1876  struck  her ; 
"  Baby  !  baby  !  "  she  would  motion  and  laugh  a  pecu- 
liar guttural  laugh  with  them,  meaning  so  forcibly  a 
farce,  humbug.  Pictures,  too,  Lincoln  dead  before 
1876. 

It  is  Thursday  night,    and  the  fashionable   night, 
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when  our  florists  vie  with  each  other  in  the  finest 
display  of  flowers,  and  when  every  thing  and  every 
body  seemingly  are  in  their  merriest  and  most  joyous 
mood  and  modes.  Securing  a  favorable  outlook,  it  is 
interesting  to  watch  the  gay  promenaders,  the  life, 
the  exuberance,  the  abandonment  of  the  hour,  the 
rich  dressing,  fair,  beaming  faces,  bewitching  smiles, 
playful  maneuvers,  mischievous  pranks,  pleasing 
bows,  cunning,  artful  wiles,  yes,  is  all  truly  entrancing. 

First,  we  note  OUie  F.  Ah!  how  circumstances 
alter  cases  and  money  transforms  people  ;  as  a  girl  she 
was  pleasant  and  social ;  as  Mrs.  F.  she  is  haughty 
and  reserved  ;  a  condescending  nod,  a  few  constrained 
words,  and  she  passes  on,  leaning  benignly  and 
''perspicuously"  upon  the  arm  of  her  honored  lord; 
once  we  were  warm  friends,  are  now  but  formal  ac- 
quaintances. Next,  Mrs.  S.  and  Mrs.  B.,  unattended 
by  their  husbands  ;  indeed  I  never  see  them  together. 
Strange  innovation,  this,  upon  the  good  old  orthodox 
fashion  of  husbands  and  wives  accompanying  each 
other. 

Next  is  Col.  W.  and  his  young  wife  ;  what  a  prim, 
matter-of-fact  couple    they    are !     A    perfect   under- 
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standing  seems  to  exist  between  them,  the  bargain 
and  contract  duly  approved  and  accepted.  She,  poor, 
obscure,  offers  as  value  received  for  his  wealth  and 
name,  her  beauty,  her  youth  ;  irrevocably  sealed,  they 
make  the  best  of  it ;  she  dresses,  feasts  and  is  envied, 
while  complacently  he  exults  at  his  happy  hit.  Oh  ! 
what  an  irksome,  sunless,  cheerless  life,  without  the 
glow,  the  warmth  and  radiance  of  love. 

Miss  Nannie  C.  and  Robert  S.  next.  Is  it  possi- 
ble she  is  only  eighteen  !  How  old  and  weather- 
beaten  she  looks;  so  long  a  woman  she  has  lost  all  the 
freshness  and  charm  of  girlhood ;  so  richly,  gor- 
geously dressed,  too,  makes  her  but  the  more  con- 
spicuous ;  nial  appropos  taste  ;  such  sharp,  withered 
features,  diminutive,  petite  body,  heavily  encased 
in  wine-colored  silk  and  velvet,  'Svith  diamonds."  She 
possesses  all  the  ease  and  freedom  of  an  old  cam- 
paigner, and  Rob.  seems  lured  and  dazed  by  the 
glitter  and  tinsel. 

Just  behind  them  is  Norah  W.  and  her  new  beau 
from  the  East,  handsome  without  a  doubt,  but  vain 
and  pompous  looking  ;  studies  too  closely  his  own 
appearance  and  self,  and  depends   too  much  upon  his 
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father's  means ;  does  nothing  but  loaf,  squander  his 
time  and  money,  and  play  the  gentleman  generally,  all 
of  which  seems  very  captivating  to  our  unsuspecting, 
simple-hearted,  little  Norah.  We  wonder  if  she  con- 
trasts him  with  her  honest,  more  substantial  admirer 
of  years.  We  fear  this  little  episode  will  make  a 
marked  milestone  on  the  way. 

Some  strangers,  striking  and  distingtie,  but  incom- 
prehensible. Then  comes  with  almost  fiery  speed 
Annie  S.  with  her  "jewlarkey, "  or  "  sweetness,"  as 
she  calls  him.  Charlie  M.,  how  simple  !  we  almost 
involuntarily  ejaculated  to  allow  himself  to  be  so 
duped  ;  dismissed  or  discarded  three  or  four  times, 
and  she  boasts  only  a  wave  of  the  hand,  a  gracious 
smile  conciliates  him  ;  and  he  fawns,  adores,  worships 
her  the  same.  "  They  say  "  she  is  holding  him  a  re- 
serve corps ;  hers  by  right  of  possession,  a  ten  years' 
undisputed  claim. 

Strange  inconsistency  of  human  nature,  and  woman 
kind  especially,  those  who  love  her  best  she  deigns 
to  trifle  with  the  most.  It  is  poor  policy,  a  false 
strategy  for  either  party  to  seem  too  eager ;  the  prize 
loses  half  its  value  by  being  too   easily  gained ;  the 
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race  must  be  a  contest,  not  run  too  smooth,  else  the 
victory  prove  unsatisfactory,  without  any  of  the  halo 
or  beauty  of  glory. 

Now  comes  dear,  kind  Mrs.  O.,  bearing  a  basket 
of  cakes  for  one  of  the  branch  benefits  "  For  the  or- 
phans,"  in  which  she  seems  so  interested.  How  fit- 
ting her  life  and  mission,  dispenser  of  cheer  and 
plenty,  patroness  of  the  needy  and  suffering.  What 
a  bright,  genial  face,  active,  vigorous  step  she  has ; 
though  old,  yet  young,  sensitive,  sympathetic.  The 
bell  taps,  my  reveries  and  observations  cease. 


Monday,  October  15. — Just  to  think  of  it,  four 
gentlemen  in  a  house,  and  permit  a  young  lady  to  go 
unattended  to  the  depot,  carry  her  own  satchel,  &c. 
Fie,  fie,  for  shame.  D.  declares  her  carpet-bag  is 
surannc^  and  he  wouldn't  be  caught  in  the  street  with 
it ;  we  wonder  if  he  imagines  his  face,  quite  as  outre^ 
as  portable.  T.  conveniently  pleads  an  engage- 
ment.     F.,  it  is  out  of  his  line   of    business;   and  J. 
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is  married,  and  does  not  feel  it  encumbent  upon  him 
to  play  the  escort ;  thus  they  all  make  their"  exits  out 
the  back  door  and  escape.  Ah,  well  !  it  does  not  sig- 
nify much,  I  suppose;  perhaps  your  trouble  might 
only  prove  courage,  labor  lost;  for  V.  is  engaged,  and" 
very  independent,  to  be  sure.  Yet  you  announce 
yourselves  living  monuments  of  the  selfishness  and  ex- 
clusiveness  of  this  extremely  p7Vpre  age,  lacking  the 
nice  old-time  chivalry  of  the  courtly  Knighthood. 
And  this  reminds  us  of  two  other  "  young  men,"  re- 
cent from  the  country,  in  to  visit  the  Exposition, 
stopped  uninvited  at  a  house  where  were  several 
young  ladies,  partook  freely  of  the  hospitality  of  Mrs. 
G.,  their  mother;  spent  money  lavishly,  talked 
boldly  of  what  they  saw  and  enjoyed,  remained  nearly 
a  week,  and  never  once  asked  the  girls  to  accompany 
them.  "  What's  the  matter,  boys?"  not  your  con- 
tree  manners,  for  at  home  you  are  great  beaux. 
Afraid  of  the  city  girls,  too  fast  and  exacting.  No, 
no,  be  honest,  you  were  on  "  a  regular  bender,  tearing 
down  squash,  and  didn't  want  to  be  bothered  with 
the  women  folks."  Then  let  me  suggest,  it  w^ould 
have  been  in  better  taste  not  so  obsequiously  to  claim 
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their    services  and  their  attentions ;  gone  to    a  hotel 
where  you,  unrestrained,  might  act  at  will. 

Whether  it  be  the  girls'  fault  or  not,  I  can  not  tell, 
but  certain  it  is  the  polish,  the  civility,  or  gallantry  of 
the  youth  of  our  land  has  sadly  deteriorated  or  de- 
generated. 

**  There  is  that  which  marks  the  gentleman 
From  the  light,  officious  coxcomb,   vain  : 
A  nice  and  timely  courtesy, 
From  ev'ry  guise  and  semblance  free." 


Thursday,  October  i8. — Met  Mrs.  Capt.  N. 
here  visiting  the  Exposition  and  staying  with  Mrs. 
R.  Oh !  what  a  braggart,  constitutional,  functional 
and  organic  quibbler  ;  how  guarded  and  cautious  you 
must  be  where  she  is,  weigh  every  sentence,  word 
and  intonation,  and  even  then,  and  only  a  few  days, 
and  an  insignificant  remark,  a  casual  reference,  per- 
haps, returns  a  "mighty  fuss,"  "great  sensation," 
*' terrific  explosion,"  '*  scandalous  rumor,"  so  magni- 
fied and  distorted  you   scarcely  recognize  yourself  as 
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party  player  in  the  farce.  Then,  too,  she  is  so  prone 
always  to  say  little  disagreeable,  disparaging  things, 
trifling  in  themselves,  but  irritating  and  fretting  be- 
cause of  the  force  and  emphasis  she  gives  them  by  her 
peculiarly  taunting  manner ;  she  constitutes  herself 
umpire  and  passes  sentence,  condemns,  criticises  with 
severity.  It  is  amusing,  though  provoking,  to  wit- 
ness her  strategic  movements  and  skillful  retreat 
when '' caught,  "  under  covert  of  gay  bantering  or 
lighter  subterfuges ;  she  never  seems  the  slightest  dis- 
concerted, preserves  her  equanimity  wonderfully 
under  the  inspiration  of  her  loftiest  flights,  making 
her  descents  or  bathos  gracefully  and  nonchalantly ; 
when  questioned  or  cornered  she  eludes,  deludes 
and  escapes;  purposely  and  determinately  gets  every 
thing  wrong  or  reversed.  When  relating  not  long 
since,  one  of  her  old  traditional  tales,  highly  embel- 
lished and  gilded,  Toodie,  her  little  boy  of  seven, 
having  listened  intently  with  eyes  and  ears  agape  at 
some  marvelous  exploit  or  sage  reflection  of  which  he 
was  the  idealed  hero,  wonderingly  exclaimed,  ''Ma- 
ma, you  must  have  dreamed  that."  Not  the  slightest 
confused  or  abashed,  she  so  sweetly  said  :     ''Sonnie, 
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it  was  before  you  could  remember  !  "  Only  the  Cap- 
tain's quiet,  reproving  look  or  gentle,  frank  demeanor 
serves  as  any  restraint  to  her  wild  fiery  imagination. 
What  a  contrast  her  matter-of-fact,  scrupulous  hos- 
tess presents,  of  whom  we  heard  her  husband  declare 
once,  "  Bettie  feigns  no  excuses,  attempts  no  eva- 
sions ,  when  she  speaks  she  tells  only  the  unvarnished 
truth  !  "  What  a  memorial  from  a  husband  !  '*  None 
but  cowards  lie,"  and  **  Truth  will  be  uppermost  one 
time  or  other,  Hke  cork,  though  kept  down  in  the 
water." 


Monday,  October  22. — Another  lesson  of  the  frail 
tenure  we  hold  upon  life  and  its  uncertainty;  health 
no  guarantee  of  its  duration,  and  strength  no  proof 
against  the  dread  power  of  death. 

Louisa  B.,  a  young  girl  just  ripening  into  woman- 
hood, a  bud  of  rare  promise,  beautiful,  gifted,  accom- 
plished, the  oldest  child  of  fond  parents,  sweet  six- 
teen ;  how  sunshiny  and  joyous  her  life,  how   bright 
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and  alluring  her  future  ;  robust  and  rosy,  a  gay,  laugh- 
ing sprite,  a  witching  elf.  Monday,  one  of  a  merry 
group,  who  met  at  a  bee.  Suddenly  the  summons 
''  set  thine  house  in  order,  for  this  night  thou  shalt 
die."  And  she  obeys  the  call  in  all  her  freshness  and 
bouyancy ;  soon,  e'en  while  it  is  yet  morning,  the 
light  fades,  the  sun  sets,  the  day  closes. 

*'  Early,  bright,  transient, 
Chaste  as  morning  dew, 
She  sparkled,   was  exhaled 
And  went  to  heaven." 

Such  is  the  enigma  of  life,  the  problem  of  death, 
which  no  man  can  solve. 

She  looked  surpassingly  lovely  in  her  spotless  robe 
of  white,  her  soft  tiny  hand  clasping  a  bunch  of  fra- 
grant buds  and  leaves,  her  rich  brown  curls,  which  I 
had  so  often  admired  and  ''coveted,"  lying  loosely 
about  her  fine  brow,  crowned  with  nature's  own  coro- 
nal of  purity  and  innocence. 

Can  this  be  death?  so  unlike,  it  seems 
But  careless  sleep  in  pleasant  dreams. 
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Thursday,  October  25. — It  matters  not  how  busy 
we  may  be,  how  hurried,  we  are  always  glad  to  see 
our  friend  Mrs.  G.,  intelligent  and  so  thorough  and 
true,  we  feel  it  were  good  for  us  to  be  with  her.  Quiet 
and  timid,  ordinarily,  she  is  ever  spirited  and  de- 
termined in  the  defence  of  a  principle  or  the  main- 
tenance of  a  right.  With  the  fiery  blood  of  warriors 
and  the  chivalrous  nobility  of  chiefs  coursing  through 
her  veins,  she  is  intrepid  and  brave,  even  bold  and 
impetuous  where  duty  demands  it.  She  is  charged 
with  being  too  rigid  and  bigoted  in  her  adher- 
ence to  the  tenets  and  practices  of  her  church,  strict 
searching  the  scriptures,  studying  the  catechism, 
sound  home  instruction,  veneration  of  the  Sabbath, 
&c.  Then  it  were  the  error  of  the  head  rather  than 
the  heart,  for  her  whole  soul  seems  alive  to  a  ful- 
fillment of  the  law  of  God:  "Love  the  Lord  with 
all  thy  strength,  and  thy  neighbor  as  thyself." 
Were  there  more  such  valiant  defenders  of  tho 
faith,  the  church  would  not  to-day  have  a  name 
to  live  while  it  is  dead.  And  right  here  a  few  sug- 
gestions, trite  perhaps,  but  wholesome  I  hope,  offer 
themselves    upon    inculcating    a    proper    love    and 
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observance  of  holy  things.  Too  many,  and 
Christian  parents,  urge  that  if  we  require  of  our 
children  attention  to  religious  matters,  they  will 
naturally  form  a  distaste  for  them,  and  when  old 
enough  to  assert  their  rights,  will  disclaim  them  alto- 
gether. Fallacious  argument,  why  not  so  reason 
about  temporal  affairs,  prompt  attendance  upon 
school,  acquiring  business  habits,  &c.  Oh  !  there  is 
5o  much  involved  here.  **  Getting  on  in  the  world  " 
depends  upon  these,  they  are  paramount  and  so  are 
instilled  from  their  infancy,  occupy  and  engross  six- 
sevenths,  yea,  oft  the  remaining  one-seventh  of 
their  time  and  thoughts.  Thus  we  observe  with 
pride  our  children  grow  up  close  financiers,  experi- 
enced, expert  business  men,  proficient  scholars  and 
accomphshed  ladies,  yet  reckless  of  their  souls'  salva- 
tion, ignorant  of  the  teachings  of  Holy  writ,  careless 
and  indifferent  of  religion  altogether.  Certainly  zealots 
and  bigots  err  in  their  sternness  and  rigidity.  Youth  is 
impatient,  restless  and  exuberant  and  chafes  under 
restraint.  We  must  color  the  picture  if  we  would 
please ;  too  much  shading  makes  it  gloomy  and  for- 
bidding.      There    is  Jennie   E.,    can't    be  dissuaded 
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from  forcing  her  children  to  a  grave,  studied  per- 
formance of  a  set  Sunday  role,  which  proves  irk- 
some and  tiresome  to  the  whole  household.  In  the 
afternoon,  when  her  husband  should  claim  some  of 
her  time,  after  a  morning  service  at  Sunday-school 
and  church,  she  must  needs  drill,  drum  and  exercise 
the  little  ones.  At  night  Sam  returns  after  a  lonely 
stroll,  or  a  companionable  chat  with  his  fellows,  and 
finds  mama  and  wife  perfectly  worn  out  and  cross  as 
an  X.  There  can  be,  forsooth,  no  wisdom  nor  profit 
in  such  a  course  as  this.  Mothers  and  fathers  who 
would  avoid  being  too  lax,  see  to  it  that  you  are  not 
too  stringent ;  seek  to  accompany  your  lessons  with  a 
consistent  example,  blending  with  them  something  to 
lighten  the  burden,  to  impart  sunshine  and  warmth  so 
necessary  to  infuse  life  and  spirit  into  the  whole,  and 
make  golden  links  in  memory,  indestructible  and  un- 
fading. 
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Saturday,  October  27. — Summoned  to  the  kitchen. 
^'But  a  beggar  at  my  door. "  How  they  multiply. 
^'Five  to-day,"  and  rather  worried,  I  went  out  to  greet 
her.  How  often  God  maketh  the  weak  things  of  the 
world  to  confound  the  wise  !  Listening  to  her  plain- 
tive tale  of  woe,  I  felt  reproved,  ashamed.  She  looked 
haggard  and  worn,  yet  her  garments,  though  old  and 
faded,  were  clean  and  neatly  patched,  her  basket 
fresh  and  inviting,  her  face,  though  sad,  was  sweet, 
and  from  this  depth  of  want  and  misery  came  the 
glorious  tribute,  "God  isgood."  She  had  two  boys, 
they  had  been  preserved  from  evil,  one  girl,  and  she 
had  been  kept  from  temptation  ;  her  husband  was  a 
cripple,  but  able  his  good  days  to  bottom  chairs ;  he 
Avas  hopeful  and  cheerful  and  a  great  help  to  her  ;  then 
sometimes  she  got  sewing  and  did  not  have  to  go  out. 
No  imposition  here ;  the  spirit  from  within  shone  too 
brightly  and  peacefully  in  those  pale,  wan  features, 
lighting  up  the  wasted,  sunken  eye  with  a  beautiful 
glow,  breathing  candor  and  purity  in  those  simple  but 
magical  words,  "God  is  good."  Ah,  how  can  those 
abounding  in  plenty  ever  doubt  and  murmur,  when 
His  oppressed,  suffering  creatures  call  Him  good ! 
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"Then  dull  November,  fi-ee 
From  hope,  desire  or  care, 
Having  done  with  all  heart-breaking, 
Being  simply  cold  despair." 

How  Startling,  how  appalling  the  announcement 
that  small-pox,  that  loathsome,  malignant  disease  you 
have  been  wont  to  associate  with  alleys,  hovels,  the 
filthy,  has  intruded  your  household,  seized  the  fairest, 
the  comeliest,  your  pet,  your  babe.  The  humiliation^ 
the  isolation,  the  loneliness,  anxiety,  suspense,  none 
but  your  God  knows.  For  weeks  the  yellow  flag, 
the  badge  of  despair  and  death,  floats  from  your 
door,  warning  the  passers-by,  unclean  !  unclean  !  Only 
a  few  bold  enough  to  come  upon  the  outskirts  and 
call  over,  "  Is  it  well  with  the  child?"  How  grateful 
the  visit  of  your  doctor  !  How  pleasant  the  merry 
whistle  and  lively  stamp  of  your  grocery  boy,  break- 
ing in  upon  the  dreary  monotony  of  your  vigils.  How 
comforting  the  thoughtful   remembrance  of  the  man 
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of  God,  who,  fearless  and  intrepid  in  his  duty,  comes 
in  love  to  speak  to  you  words  of  solace  and  cheer 
— proving  the  cup  of  cold  water  in  the  Master's  name. 

Ah !    Brother   M n,   if  this    be  your  only  act  of 

mercy  it  were   indeed  a  mighty  memorial. 

Monday,  the  5th,  was  particularly  an  anxious 
day,  the  crisis.  My  nurse,  old  Aunt  Caroline,  an 
humble,  devout  servant  of  Israel,  with  her  sim- 
ple faith  and  childish  trust,  was  sent,  too,  in 
love  and  mercy  to  help  me  bear ;  unlearned,  un- 
taught, she  impressed  the  lesson  of  submission : 
"No  use,  my  child,  to  kick  'gainst  the  pricks,  man 
app'ints  but  God  disapp'ints." 

'Twas  night ;  earnestly  and  fondly  she  clasped  my 
little  one  to  her  breast ;  the  lamp  burned  dimly,  only 
the  lurid  light  of  the  fire  throwing  in  relief  the  little 
sufferer,  and  lone  tender,  with  the  scant,  sparse  furni- 
ture scattered  about  the  room.  Past  midnight ;  every 
thing  was  hushed ;  a  painful  stillness  and  calm  pre- 
vailed, when  the  tremulous,  but  singularly  sweet  voice 
of  the  watcher  broke  forth  in  the  touching  strains : 

"  When  we  all  get  to  glory 
Wlaat  will  it  matter  then." 


2/2  DAY    IN    AND    DAY    OUT. 

The  scene  so  weird,  the  hour  so  unusual,  the  music 
so  clear,  words  so  fitting,  how  they  stirred  my  heart 
to  its  very  depths. 

'  'Oh  !  father, "  I  cried  importunately,  my  soul  writh- 
ing and  wrestling  in  agony,  "  Must  it  be  so?  must 
I  give  up  my  precious,  suffering  darling,  in  all  her 
purity  and  innocence,  disfigured  and  distorted,  thus 
resign  her." 

"If  it  be  possible,  Oh!  Father,  let  this  cup  pass 
from  me!  "  Then  came  the  hush,  the  calm,  the  lull. 
**  Thy  will  be  done  !  " 


Thursday,  November  29.  —  Thanksgiving  Day  ! 
How  wonderfully  God  leads  us ;  at  times  in  devious 
paths,  but  upheld  by  His  mighty  hand  we  are  pre- 
served and  delivered. 

Three  weeks,  and  how  wearily  the  hours  have 
lagged ;  days  so  bright  and  beautiful,  nights  so  lovely 
and  radiant,  but  in  their  sunshine  and  beauty  there 
has  seemed  a  strange  fantastic  mockery.     Thank  God 
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they  are   past.      In  humble  adoration  and   praise  we 
return  thanks ;  truly  God  is  good  ! 

Now,  one  word  to  our  city  fathers,  chief  of  police, 
or  whom  it  may  concern.  I  would  most  solemnly 
protest  against  the  present  signal  flag  in  small-pox. 
Despite  all  better  feelings  and  convictions  every  one  na- 
turally rebels  and  revolts  at  this  hideous,  forbidding  de- 
vice, yellow  of  the  yellowest  kind,  stamped  with  the 
indubitable  H.  O.,  in  black  hopelessness,  death. 
Why  not  adopt  something  more  cheering,  white,  with 
blue  or  red  letters.  If  so,  you  will  not  find  persons  so 
unwilling  or  refractory  about  its  being  put  up.  As 
one  who  has  suffered  let  me  implore  you  not  to 
esteem  this  as  a  trifling  matter — a  mere  question  of 
feeling  or  pride — it  is  the  gloomy,  dolorous  colors 
which  seem  such  foreboders  of  ill  and  strike  such 
terror  to  already  stricken,  crushed  hearts. 


Friday,  November  30. — Echoes  irom  without! 
*' While  passmg  under  the  rod"  tidings  reach  us  of 
he  death  of  three  whom  we  knew   and  with  whom 
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we   mingled  in  the   daily  walks  of  life,  with  us  and  of 
us,  but  no  more! 

Edi  H.,  so  bright  and  bouyant.  How  well  we  re- 
member her,  but  a  short  while  ago  in  her  snug  little 
cottage  as  its  genial,  cordial  hostess,  pressing  us  to 
join  her  in  a  ''home  "  dinner,  which  waited  inviting 
ly  upon  the  table. 

A  few  days  afterwards  she  called  and  left  a  dainty 
silver-tipped  card,  so  like  her  own  light-capped  life,  we 
thought.  She  looked  so  piquant  and  styHsh,  seemed 
so  blithesome  and  gay,  that  when  she  was  gone,  leav- 
ing behind  some  of  the  radiance  and  sunshine  of  her 
winning  way  and  charming  grace,  we  involuntarily  ex- 
claimed,  ''same  light-hearted,  happy  Edi!" 

Surely  !   this  could  be  no  phantasy,  no  semblance. 
Ah  !  how  beautiful  her   fair,  beaming  face,  dark  soul- 
lit  eyes,  wondrously  witching  smile,  and  joyous  laugh, 
loving  heart  and  gentle  spirit. 

"  Death  lies  on  her  like  an  untimely  frost 
Upon  the  sweetest  flowers  of  all  the  field." 

Dr.  Lowry,  a  young  but  singularly  gifted  man,  with 
a  peculiarly  attractive  dignity,  and  tenderness  of  man- 
ner,    gentle    grace    and    power     of  mind ;    he    won 
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rather  than  urged  or  convinced.  We  heard  him 
many  times,  but  upon  one  occasion  we  love  most 
to  dwell.  After  a  brief  earnest  prayer,  he  an- 
nounced his  text:  **For  as  the  body  without  the 
spirit  is  dead,  so  is  faith  without  works."  It  was 
grand  and  thrilling. 

How  forcibly  his  own  blameless,  useful  life,  the 
outgushing  of  a  pure  fountain,  the  fruitage  of  a  good 
tree,  exemplified  the  power  of  his  arguments.  The 
blow  falls  heavily  upon  his  afflicted  people.  Be- 
reaved, their  hearts  are  sad  to-day ;  as  sheep  without 
a  shepherd  they  mourn  ;  but  not  as  those  which  have 
no  hope.  "There  remaineth,  therefore,  a  rest  to  the 
people  of  God.'' 

A  babe  !  Little  Eliza,  but  a  nestling,  yet  fondly 
cherished  and  loved,  and  sadly  missed.  Another  bud 
nipped,  another  tiny  grain  safely  garnered. 


DECK  M  B  E  R. 

*' And  last,  December  drear, 

With  piteous,  low-drooped  head, 
In  a  voice  of  desolation 

Crying  out,  '  The  year  is  dead  ! ' 

*•  And  so  with  changeful  gear. 
With  smile  or  frown  or  song, 
The  months  in  strange  variation 
Are  ever  gliding  along."  — Edgar  Fawcett 

Saturday,  December  i.  Met  Mrs.  C.  in  market 
to-day.  She  is  a  wonderful  woman,  so  active,  vigorous 
and  managing,  possessed  of  an  indomitable  will  and 
perseverance,  combined  with  extraordinary  tact  and 
ingenuity ;  has  reduced  economy  to  a  science,  theo- 
retically and  practically,  can  twist  and  turn,  patch 
and  darn,  renovate  and  remodel  more  thoroughly 
than  any  one  I  ever  saw ;  keeps  always,  too,  a 
brave  heart  and  a  cheerful  air;  says  she  is  still 
overrun  with  company,  was  completely  beseiged 
during    Exposition,    one    week    gave    away     thirty- 
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one  meals  ;  one  young  lady  had  bought  a  season  ticket 
and  quartered  herself.  What  an  outrage !  She  with  a 
large  family,  an  invalid  husband,  and  forced  to  take 
boarders  to  get  along  at  all,  to  be  thus  imposed  upon  ! 
I  don't  mean  it  as  a  reflection  upon  country  people 
generally,  for  the  exceptions  only  prove  the  rule,  but 
there  are  spongers — people  who  have  no  earthly 
claim,  no  kith  or  kin — who  coolly  and  compla- 
cently make  a  convenience  of  you  without  re- 
turn or  compensation,  extort  your  hospitality, 
devour  your  substance,  consume  your  time  and 
attention,  with  as  patronizing  and  condescending  an 
air  as  if  they  were  conferring  an  honor  instead  of  re- 
ceiving a  favor.  Neither  the  hard  times  nor  their  dolor- 
ous complaints  serve  as  a  safeguard.  If  it  suits  them  and 
you  have  but  one  bed,  and  nothing  but  molasses  and 
water,  they  will  brave  it  through  with  astonishing  per- 
tinacity and  effrontery.  The  provoking  part  is,  too, 
though  it  hurts,  common  decency  demands  you  shall 
grin  and  bear  it. 
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Tuesday,  December  4. — Just  home  from  Carrie 
S. 's.  Oh!  how  I  wish  I  were  more  hke  her;  easy, 
don't  care,  never  fretting  nor  worrying  about  any 
thing.  If  Charhe  spits  all  over  the  fender,  well 
and  good  !  If  he  lounges  upon  her  fresh,  clean  coun- 
terpane, well  and  good  !  If  the  children  turn  things 
upside  down  and  topsy  turvy,  it's  still  well  and  good. 
A  mild  expostulation,  gentle  remonstrance,  and  Car- 
rie sits  amidst  the  debns,  resigned  and  cheerful. 
However  much  confusion  reigns,  if  things  are  over- 
looked or  neglected,  she  is  herself  always  so  bright 
and  pleasant,  no  one  can  demur  or  object.  A  cares- 
sing chuckle  or  loving  tap  from  Charlie,  "Never 
mind,  wife,"  waives  the  whole  matter  and  keeps  the 
peace.  I  sometimes  think  such  wives  are  far  more  loved 
and  appreciated  than  the  more  careful  kind;  being 
cumbered  and  troubled  about  many  things  necessarily 
keeps  them  disturbed,  sometimes  stormy  and  turbu- 
lent, for  their  continual  warfare  with  dirt  and  disorder 
inevitably  incommodes  somebody,  and  thus  incurs 
their  displeasure  and  disapproval.  A  man  likes  a 
tidy  house,  but  enjoys  more  a  quiet  one,  free  from 
fault-finding  and    scolding.       "It  is    vain    to  try    to 
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change  the  spots  of  a  leopard,"  but  as  a  Httle  boy, 
when  he  had  painted  an  ungainly  horse  which  ex- 
cited considerable  laughter  and  ridicule,  aptly  sug-? 
gested,  he  '*  could  put  a  red  blanket  over  it  and  hide 
its  ugly  sides."  So,  perhaps,  our  harassing,  anxious 
friends  may  be  able  to  devise  some  cheery  mantle  to 
hide  this,  their  uncomfortable,  disagreeable  fault.  Do 
the  troubling,  but  don't  fuss  about  it. 


Saturday,  December  8. — Witnessed  two  beauti- 
ful sights  to-night.  Occultation  of  Venus  with  the 
moon.  Strange  phenomenon  !  Astronomers  tell  us  it  is 
an  obscuration  or  hiding  of  the  planet  behind  another 
body,  but  never  did  we  see  fair  Venus  fairer.  When 
we  first  spied  her  she  rested  benignly  in  the  left  point 
of  the  gentle  bowed  moon,  through  whose  soft  trans- 
lucent radiance  the  more  glorious,  brilliant  light  of 
the  laughter-loving  asterisk  shone ;  slowly,  calmly,  she 
emerged  '^  clarior  e  tenebris." 
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*' Truly,  the  heavens  declare  the  glory  of  God  and 
the  firmament  showeth  his  handiwork." 

*'  'Tis  elder  Scripture,  writ  by  God's  own  hand  ; 
Scripture  authentic,  uncorrupt  by  man." 

A  fire  !  a  fire  !  always  grand  and  exciting  in  its  terror 
and  horror.  The  rushing  crowd,  the  ruddy,  forked  light, 
the  smoke,  the  crackling  of  the  falling  ruins,  are  all 
appalling,  but  to  night  they  seemed  strangely  so.  A 
whisky  house,  in  full  blaze,  madder  and  fiercer  the  an- 
gry flames,  more  wierd  and  grotesque  the  lurid  glare 
of  the  burning  demon  and  consuming  spirit.  In  its 
wild  fury  it  seemed  to  laugh  and  mock  at  its  own 
self-destruction  and  calamity. 


Monday,  December  io. — I  stood  to-night,  with  a 
group  of  young  people,  under  the  glaring  light  of  a 
brilliant  chandelier,  from  which  was  suspended  a  cun- 
ning gew-gaw,  which  they  were  gaily  inspecting: 
"  Modern  Love,"  a  pair  of  tiny,  fanciful  balances, 
made  of  glittering  tinsel  and  gaudy  red  ;  in  one  scale 
was  a  fiery,  bleeding  heart,  in  the  other  a  bag  of  deli- 
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cate  white  satin,  marked  in  luring  letters  of  gilt, 
**  Gold;"  heavier,  it  preponderated,  bore  down  exult- 
ingly,  while  its  opponent  or  rival  went  high-sky. 

Many  and  characteristic  were  the  comments  and 
criticisms  it  excited.  Ish,  innocent  and  unwary,  pro- 
nounced it  ''bogus,"  false;  declared  hers  reversed 
the  thing.  When  Sallie,  so  true,  earnest  in  the 
matter,  happily  suggested  as  a  whited  seprulchre, 
fair  without,  it  might  only  conceal  deadly  shot. 
Minnie,  "bright  eyed  Minnie,"  viewing  it  carelessly, 
roguishly  rejoined,  *  'And  yes  !  may  not  the  heart  too 
be  a  sham,  stuffed  with  cotton,"  while  the  boys,  I 
believe  all  representing  the  lighter  commodity,  feel- 
ingly advocated  the  weight  and  power  of  the  vioimaie, 
be  it  rocks  or  shot.  "  Amour  fait  beaucoup,  mais 
argent  fait  tout.^'  Love  is  potent,  but  money  omni- 
potent. 


Friday,  December  14. — What  a  God-send,  the 
glad,  warm  sunshine,  and  what  a  boon  and  gift,  a 
bright,  cheerful  disposition ;  both  infuse  life  and  im- 
part all  its  richness  and  glov/ ;  contentment,  godHness  ; 
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grace  were  but  sombre  shades  without  its  genial  col- 
oring. So  I  am  always  led  to  muse  and  ponder  when 
I  am  thrown  with  my  vivacious  friend  S.  H.  Not 
only  chaste,  but  choice  and  nice,  with  her  ardent  tem- 
perament, kind,  sympathetic  heart,  soft,  poetic 
nature  and  rich  store  of  goodly  knowledge,  she  is 
indeed  fascinating,  her  conversations  elevating,  her 
influence  refining,  and  her  good  humor  inspirit- 
ing. In  her  married  relations  she  is  peculiarly  charm- 
ing, affiliating,  their  lives  sweetly  chiming  or  blend- 
ing. Her  husband,  who  is  very  proud  and  fond  of 
her,  never  demands  confidence  or  exacts  obedience, 
but  inviting  trust  and  comphance,  she  gladly,  irre- 
sistibly yields.  I  asked  her  once  how  they  had  learned 
to  so  perfectly  harmonize,  and  she  smiled,  gratified 
and  pleased  to  tell  me  the  secret.  ''  A.  always  thinks 
it  is  Sallie,  and  I  know  it  is  A."  What  mighty  love 
embodied  in  those  simple  words ;  what  tender  forbear- 
ance, a  potent  balm  and  healer,  gentle  peacemaker, 
strong  bond  or  cement. 

"When  cheerfulness,  a  nymph  of  healthiest  hue, 

Her  bow  across  her  shoulders  flung ; 
Her  buskins  gemmed  with  morning  dew, 

Blew  an  inspiring  air  that  dale  and  thicket  rung." 
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Saturday,  December  15. — A  visit  to  the  Mission, 
Mrs.  Sadd's  industrial  school  for  the  girls,  just  in  time 
to  witness  some  forty  or  fifty,  we  suppose,  busily,  mer- 
rily plying  their  needles,  receiving  instruction  and 
cheer  in  the  meanwhile ;  then  the  more  needful  aid 
and  comforts  required,  and  be  dismissed  in  a  pleasant, 
orderly  way.  Quite  a  number  had  gathered  in  the 
reception-room  ''  waiting  to  speak  with  Mrs.  S."  some 
asking,  others  bringing  help  ;  all  she  greeted  and  wel- 
comed with  a  cordial,  sunny  smile,  infectious  we 
thought,  as  involuntarily  each  countenance  lit  up  with 
the  genial  glow  of  her  own  happy  face  and  smiled  in 
turn.  She  was  very  busy ;  one  mother  applied  for 
coal.  ''We  have  none  on  hand,  but  the  Lord  will 
provide,  and  I  will  send  it."  Another:  ''Mrs.  S.  I  have 
brought  you  a  small  mite,  six  dollars,  proceeds  of  a 
concert  by  some  little  girls. " 

**  Praise  the  Lord  for  his  manifold  goodness,"  and 
promptly  with  pencil  in  hand  she  notes  the  gift  and 
donors,  and  attends  to  the  rest.  A  few  months  ago 
we  peeped  in  upon  her  mother's  meeting,  a  more 
quiet,  but  quite  as  active  and  pleasant  a  scene. 
Since,  we  have  met  her  engaged  upon  other  labors  of 
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love  and  mercy,  visited  her  in  her  Httle  home,  and 
every  where  we  mark  the  same  earnest  wresthng  and 
prevaihng  spirit  of  faith  and  prayer.  Ten  years  a 
ready,  faithful  co-operater,  co-worker  with  her 
blessed  husband  in  his  holy  mission  among  us,  and  at 
his  death  accepting  the  solemn  responsibility  and 
sacred  trust,  "  Work  when  I  am  gone,"  she  has  toiled 
on  unceasingly,  untiringly  since,  dispensing  great 
good  and  receiving  great  joy. 

Her's  is  a  life  of  peculiar  trials,  and  yet  v/ith  all 
glorious  triumphs.  Last  spring,  one  bleak  Saturday 
night,  after  a  day  of  great  discouragement  and  anx- 
iety, her  heart  became  troubled,  and  well  nigh  sunk 
within  her;  the  question,  "Must  I  abandon  this 
field,"  obtruded  itself  and  weighed  heavily  upon  her 
spirit.  After  a  restless  night,  the  day  broke,  *'  De- 
clare thy  way  unto  me,  oh  God."  The  same  after- 
noon, in  a  distant  part  of  the  city,  a  wearied  over- 
taxed man  of  business,  comfortably  ensconced,  pre- 
pares to  take  a  quiet  Sunday  siesta,  when  a  strange^ 
unaccountable,  irresistible  impulse  impels  him  to  arise 
and  go  to  Mrs.  Sadd,  "For  behold!  she  prayeth." 
''He    went   his    way  and   entered  into    the   house." 
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*'  And  immediately  there  fell  from  her  eyes  as  it  had 
been  scales,  and  she  received  sight  forthwith, "  saw 
clearly  the  way,  was  strengthened  and  comforted. 

"  Mrs.  Sadd  will  help  you,"  I  said,  to  a  poor,  needy 
sufferer,  one  day;  ''dear  Mrs.  Sadd,  she  does  all  she 
can." 

Let  this  then  be  her  epitaph,  this  her  memorial : 
'**She  hath  done  what  she  could." 


Tuesday,  December  i8. — A  young  mother  kneels 
beside  a  "dying"  babe.  All  hope  has  been  aban- 
doned, her  physician,  father,  mother,  their  pastor, 
and  many  tender  sympathizing  friends  who  watch  with 
her,  bid  her  be  resigned.  But  with  streaming  eyes 
and  uplifted  hands,  wildly  and  piteously  she  pleads : 
'*Oh,  God!  give  me  back  my  child!  Take  pity, 
Oh,  Father !  and  spare  him  ;  every  thing  I  can  give 
up  but  my  babe,  my  precious,  darling  babe  Harry ! 
What  have  I  done  to  deserve  such  a  blow — not  ac- 
knowledged   thee?        But    I   v/ill    from    this    time, 
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henceforth  and  forever,  consecrate  unto  you  myself 
and  my  household.  Spare  him,  Father,  spare  him  !  " 
Heaven  heard  her  prayer.  Death,  aghast,  withheld 
his  withering  touch  ;  disease  stayed  its  dire  ravages,  and 
life,  at  the  bidding  of  the  Master,  resumed  its  busy 
work.  The  eye  kindles  anew ;  the  cheek  blooms 
afresh  ;  with  elasticity  and  buoyancy  of  spirit  the  re- 
stored bounds  and  sports  in  laughing,  joyous  health. 
But  where  the  promise,  the  solemn  vow.  Is  it  ful- 
filled ?  One  year  !  and  the  anguished  mother  forgets 
her  sorrow ;  gay,  flitting,  even  more  careless  than  be- 
fore.    Waiting  the  convenient  season. 


Thursday,  December  20. — How  foolish!  Persons 
feel  and  express  so  much  rivalry  and  jealousy  about 
their  family  physicians,  as  well  aa  their  preachers. 
Some  for  Dr.  S.,  some  for  Dr.  T.,  and  some  for  Dr. 
C.  I  was  very  much  amused  and  interested  to-day 
in  a  lively,  heated  discussion  of  the  leading  lights  of 
the  profession.     Ladies,    of  course,  were  the  dispu- 
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tants.  How  the  subject  was  introduced  I  can  not  re- 
remember.  But  after  some  pretty  brisk  charging  and 
prompt,  fiery  retorts,  one  lady,  very  self-opinionated 
and  self-possessed,  turned  abruptly  and  put  the  very 
plain,  direct  question:  ''Ain't  Dr.  W.  a  coarse 
man  ?  His  rough  appearance  and  brusque  manner 
indicate  it."  Mrs.  R.,  the  lady  addressed,  flushed 
indignantly,  and  eyeing  her  assailant  curiously,  replied, 
*' It  depends  very  much,  Madame,  what  you  term 
coarse?  Dr.  W.  is  a  large,  portly  man,  and  to  a 
fastidious  eye  may  seem  unprepossessing,  but  I  can 
vouch  for  it,  he  is  a  moral  man,  a  gentleman  and  a 
Christian  ;  one  whom  you  can  trust  as  a  friend,  as 
well  as  employ  as  a  physician. "  How  my  heart  echoed 
these  sentiments,  warmed  and  glowed  in  view  of 
the  pleasing  picture  of  a  true  doctor,  whose  acknowl- 
edged skill,  combined  with  a  quiet,  unobtrusive  man- 
ner and  gentlemanly  bearing,  commands  our  respect 
and  insures  our  confidence ;  whose  success  and  appre- 
ciation, unheralded  or  unadvertised,  attest  his  ability 
and  worth. 
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Saturday,  December  22. — Been  to  see  Jennie  N.; 
feel  more  convinced  than  ever  that  the  complaining, 
grumbling  wife,  however  systematic  or  fastiduous, 
makes  herself  unhappy  and  every  one  about  her. 
Not  strange  poor  Mr.  N.  looks  so  thin  and  hag- 
gard, seems  so  demure  and  quiet.  Jennie,  as  a  girl, 
was  always  discontented  and  dissatisfied,  hated  tYre 
men,  despised  the  boys,  abhorred  every  thing  that  was 
agreeable  or  pleasant ;  invariably  opposed  whatever 
might  be  proposed,  was  ever  the  disaffected  party,  dis- 
cordant element,  and  I  only  wonder  she  should  have 
ever  agreed  to  marry  at  all  ;  and  so  she  has  settled 
down  into  a  confirmed,  hypochondriacal,  la  maladie 
sans  inaladie^  nervous  state.  She  has  Mr.  N.  thor- 
oughly initiated,  Bessie  and  Charlie  well  drilled, 
Kate,  her  girl,  av/ed,  and  keeps  the  whole  household 
at  abeyance.  "I  wouldn't  go,  Mr.  N.,  unless  I  had 
a  mind  to."  "  If  I  come  there  to  you  I'll  make  you 
mind."  ''Worst  children  I  ever  saw  in  my  life." 
''Kate  is  so  dirty  and  trifling  I  can't  stand  her  any 
longer."  So  she  entertains  you;  another  Xantippe, 
enough  to  try  or  test  the  severest,  most  austere 
stoicism.     Oh,  my  !  how  rejoiced  I  felt  to  escape  her 
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continued  galvanic  battery.  Any  thing,  I  thought, 
if  I  was  a  man,  than  a  scolding  wife  or  a  brawHng 
woman.  Beauty  and  tidiness  make  but  poor  atone- 
ment for  these  deficiencies. 


Monday,  December  24. — With  one  of  C.-J.'s  in- 
valuable advertising  lists,  we  started  out  upon  a  tramp 
or  chase  with  Old  Kris.  Notwithstanding  the  inclem- 
ent weather,  the  mud  and  slush,  the  old  fellow  never 
seemed  in  a  more  jocular  mood,  or  more  lavish  with 
his  favors.  A  richer  or  more  profuse  display  of  toys 
and  gifts  of  all  sorts  we  never  saw. 

First,  Mrs.  Sues'  curious  variety,  confusing  medley 
of  any  thing  and  every  thing.  Here  we  found  the 
veritable  himself,  astride  a  huge  velocipede,  com.fort- 
ably  equipped  for  his  mysterious  round,  heavy  coat 
and  pants,  with  capacious  pockets,  big  hat,  and  reg- 
ular Hiawatha  boots  ;  every  available  space  crowded, 
every  crevice  stuffed  to  their  utmost  extension. 
Well  may  the  children  discredit  the  mythical  tales   of 
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his  saintship's  celibacy,  and  ask  wonderingly  :   ''Ain't 
Mrs.  Sues  Santa  Claus'  wife?"      Next — 

Creighton's  charming  combination  of  utile  et  dulcey 
pleasing  substantial  and  tempting  tricks  for  house- 
keepers. 

Pargny's  luscious  bon-bons,  delicate  tid-bits  and 
more  wholesome  commodities. 

Fitch's — Louisville's  Worth,  with  its  stylish  aristo- 
cratique  selection  of  fancy  and  real  goods,  its  tasty, 
deft  modistes  fashioning  the  most  complete  and  au 
fait  suits  for  our  ladies  "  without  extra  charge." 

Lemon's  characteristic,  bright  and  chaste  array  of 
valuables,  ware  and  trinkets. 

E.  B.  Nugent's  ''Great  Central  House, "  with  sun- 
dry and  divers  "presents  suitable  for  good  wives, 
mothers  and  sisters." 

Bradley  &  Gilbert's  nice,  complete  assortment  of 
books  and  stationery,  so  pleasantly  and  satisfactorily 
dispensed. 

99  Cent  Store — "Don't  fail  to  call  before  the  rush," 
and  save  your  pennies  for  postage. 

Gay's  China  Palace,  dazzling  and  gleaming  with 
the  finest  porcelain  and  purest  crystal. 
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McBurnie's  "slippers  !  "     Low  for  the  price. 

Rosenham's  clean,  inviting  emporium,  with  amber 
cream  for  the  chaps  and  tolu  for  the  lassies. 

Wolfs'  "Great  attraction  sale"  of  diamonds, 
watches,  lockets  and  chains. 

"Royall's  mammoth  Xmas  tree,"  heavily  ladened 
and  bearing,  without  distinction,  the  daintiest  fruit  for 
all  the  little  folks  fortunate  enough  to  buy  *  *  one 
dollar's  worth  of  the  choice  articles  in  this  elegant 
store." 

Kendrick's,  "  real  astonishing,  keep  up  with  the 
times." 

"Only  one  more  day  before  Christmas,"  and 
"early  in  the  morning  is  the  best  time  to  buy  "  Emp- 
son's  charming  gift  boxes,  gaudy,  glittering  orna- 
ments and  pure  candies. 

Fonda's  abundant  show  of 

"Butter,  sugar,  spice 
And  every  thing  nice." 

"Packed  to  order  and  shipped  upon  short  notice,"^ 
C.  O.  D. 

Barker's — "Wants  for  the  millions.'* 

Blum  Bro.'s  neat  "ladies'  supply." 
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Raible's  varied  trimmings  and  trappings. 

Martin's  "Special,  The  Latest  by  Express." 

Knott's  recent  Importations  and  novelties. 

Mrs.  Oliver's  unique  styles  and  notions  In  Point, 
Duchess,  Princess  and  thread  laces. 

Ky.  Cash  Store,  where,  though  ''mourning  is  a 
specialty,"  with  its  big,  genial  Hart  and  agreeable 
co-member,  Mr.  F. ,  "  grown  gray  in  the  service  of 
ladies  thirty  years,  on  Fourth  street,  humoring  their 
tastes  and  pleasing  their  fancies,"  rejoicing  Is  univer- 
sal. ''  Prettiest  calicoes  In  the  city."  ''  Goods  cheap 
at  any  price." 

Bliss'  snug  hose  and  warm  comforts,  gladdening  all 
who  may  have  the  means  to  indulge. 

Golden  Rule,  doing  ''these  times"  as  they  would 
be  done  by,  selling  cheap. 

Hegan's  distracting  "What  to  select,"  steel  en- 
graving, oil  painting  or  mirror. 

Hogan's  "  fine  fancy  goods  at  cost." 

Bergreen's  ample  and  tasty  supply  of  candy  and 
sugar  toys.      "  Of  our  own  make. " 

White's  "unrivaled  black  silks"  and  other  remark- 
ably cheap  etceteras. 
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Dol-finj^er's  "Bargains!  bargains!  in  the  way  of 
Parian  marble,  Majolica  and  Bohemian." 

Christmas  at  Hibbitt's,  sure  enough  !  and  so  all  along 
our  route  on  either  side  of  Market,  every  candy  store, 
book  store,  tin  store,  dry  goods  and  hardware  store, 
was  arrayed  in  its  gayest  habit,  most  festive  garb. 

Bacon's!  Bacon's!  "The  People's  Resort,"  well 
stocked,  nicely  arranged  and  orderly  kept.  Its  suc- 
cess has  been  marvelous.  A  few  years  ago  and  we 
remember  a  rather  small,  sombre-looking  shop ;  now 
we  behold  a  large,  imposing  emporium,  competing 
and  vieing  with  any  in  our  city.  One  pleasing  feature 
is  its  ready-accommodating  clerks,  especially  the 
ladies,  as  considerate  and  patient  with  the  plain  Vrion 
frail  as  the  richer  and  more  exquisite  pets  of  fashion 
and  society.  Not  abstractly  answering  their  queries 
or  perchance  giggling  and  exchanging  with  their  fel- 
loAv  clerks  ambiguous  winks  and  comments,  or  spying 
some  acquaintance  or  more  profitable  custom^er, 
abruptly  excusing  themselves  and  transferring  their 
innocent  victim  to  the  manipulations  and  maneuvers 
of  a  more  merciless  salesman  if  possible.  Without  any 
disparagement,  we  are  proud  of  our  Up-town  Store. 
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Back  home,  with  arms  full,  hands  full,  pockets  full, 
hearts  full,  and  only  our  purses  empty.  What  a  merry 
jaunt,  too,  we  have  had  seeing,  hearing,  talking,  com- 
paring, contrasting,  searching,  and  finding  bargains, 
in  which  every  woman  takes  such  delight  and  pride, 
indeed  exults. 


Tuesday,   December  25. — Christmas. 

Ah  !  what  a  merry  time  it  is, 

When  tumbling  down  the  chimney  comes  Old  Kris, 

With  his  budget  of  candies,  nuts  and  t®ys, 

For  good  children  every  where,  both  girls  and  boys. 

A  day  of  general  rejoicing  among  the  little  folks  ; 
how  enlivening  and  refreshing  their  innocent  mirth 
and  glee,  their  childish  interest  and  curiosity,  their 
credulity,  excitement  and  enthusiasm.  '*  Hanging 
up  stockings,"  exploring  their  wondrous  depths, 
sharing  the  spoils  of  the  richly  laded  trees,  dining 
and  feasting.  Firing,  skating,  balling,  thumping, 
beating,  banging,  whistling,  blowing,  halloaing,  huz- 
zaing.     How  inspiriting. 
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Forbid  them  not,  these  time-honored  sports,  sur- 
viving crashes,  reverses,  hard  times;  let  them  ever 
mark  with  the  years  the  day  as  grateful  oases,  pleas- 
ant reminiscences. 

Yet  Christmas  means  more  than  a  mere  holiday  or 
jubilee  in  its  solemn,  sacred  significance,  commemora- 
ting the  most  precious  gift,  most  priceless  boon  to 
man,  Christ,  the  loving  Saviour,  Redeemer  of  the 
world.  Exclusive  to-day  must  be  the  remembrances 
of  friends,  limited  their  tokens  and  tributes  of  affec- 
tion, meagre  and  partial  the  benefits  bestowed,  so 
many  forgotten,  neglected,  unable  to  participate  in 
the  joy  and  cheer;  but  as  the  glorious  sun  shines 
*^to  give  light  upon  the  earth,"  without  favor  or 
distinction,  gladdening  and  vivifying  the  most  obscure 
floweret  as  well  as  the  loftiest  oak,  reflecting  its 
sparkling  beams  upon  the  tiniest  rivulet  as  well  as  the 
mightiest  ocean,  shedding  its  radiance  and  warmth 
upon  the  humblest  hut  as  well  as  the  proudest  palace, 
So  this  greater  effulgence  is  universal,  **  lighteth  every 
man,"  maketh  all,  however  lowly,  whomsoever  will, 
own  its  gentle  power  and  benign  influence,  to  rejoice 
and  live  ;  cry  ^'  Abba,  Father  !  " 
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ONE  DAY  NEARER  HOME. 

I. 

A  darling  babe  sleeps  confidingly  on  its  mother's  arm, 
Resting  thus  all  the  while  peacefully,  with  no  fear  of  harm  ; 
'Tis  dawn!     The  roseate  hues  break  into  the  fuller  blaze  of  light  ; 
The  day  moves  apace,  our  babe  older,  wiser  grows.     'Tis  night. 
One  day  nearer  home. 

II. 

A  joyous  maid,  agiow  with  the  flush  of  early  youth,  is  wooed 
Into  the  full  noontide  glory  of  a  rich  womanhood  ; 
Her  buoyant  life,  all  sunshine,   one  dazzling  gleam  of  light ; 
Tho'  the  shadows  fall  aslant,  she  heedeth  not  'tis  night. 
One  day  nearer  home. 

III. 

A  noble  youth,  bearing  the  image  of  Nature's  early  good, 
Proudly  mounts  the  meridian  of  a  glorious  manhood ; 
His  life  a  living  sacrifice,  his  lamp  kept  trimmed  and  bright ; 
The  darkness  does  not  appal  him,  he  hails  with  joy  the  night. 
One  day  nearer  home. 

IV. 
A  weary  invalid  reclines  upon  her  downy  couch  ; 
Long  years  she  thus  hath  lain  'neath  Death's  consuming  touch. 
'Tis  evening  !     Her  heart  ascends  in   prayer:     "Not  my  will  but 

Thine." 
The  night  cometh  on   e'en,   midst  its  gloom  the   star  of  hope  doth 
shine. 

One  day  nea-rer  home. 

V. 
An  aged  man,  whose  course  is  well-nigh  run,  leans  upon  his  staff; 
Many  years  he  thus  hath  leaned,    gathering  with  the    wheat  the 

chaff; 
Long  since  the  flush  of  day  hath  died,  it  is  eventide  ; 
Darkness  palls  the  sky  with  no  cheering  light  "to  rule  the  night," 
or  heavenward  guide. 

One  day  nearer  home. 
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